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Summary


Percy eyed her warily—it’s not everyday you meet another kid who can see the monsters. Unless said kid is a monster. After running away from home months ago, he’s learned to be wary, but he can’t help but be curious when he sees another seven year old like him.


 


“So… what’s your name?”


OR


Percy runs away earlier than canon, and who else would he meet but Annabeth, Luke, and Thalia?


Notes


This is my first fic so please please PLEASE give me crit! I have no idea what I’m doing and I want to provide some angst for you. Enjoy! :)


Edit: Ahsgfsh i forgot to edit the completion status sorry! It’s fixed now!


See the end of the work for more notes
Chapter 1
Chapter Summary


Percy runs away.


Percy walked out of the bus, ignoring the laughter of the kids as he walked past them in the isles. His mom was usually waiting for him outside to drive him back to the apartment, but she wasn't here today.


Huh. Weird. He thought, starting his walk home. She probably just had to work late or something. 


Percy tensed. He would have to face Gabe alone. He shuddered at the thought. He instead decided to count all the nicknames he had for that pathetic excuse of a human being. 


Stupid, smelly, jerk, son of a–


His thoughts were suddenly interrupted as he was pushed to the ground, the force of the impact ripping the thread of his jeans and shoving asphalt into his knees.


 


Ow.


 


A laugh sounded from behind him. 


 


“Not so tough now, are you Jackson?” It was one of his classmates, but he couldn’t care less which one. He spun around to give this guy a piece of his mind, but they sped off before he could get a chance to punch their lights out.


 


Percy grumbled before brushing the dirt and blood off of his knees and resuming the walk home. 


 


“Jerk.”


 


He reached the door of his apartment and knocked on it until Gabe answered.


 


“Whadd’ya want, punk?” He slurred, clearly drunk out of his wits.


 


Percy ignored him and pushed past him to get into the cramped room. A bunch of Gabe’s buddies were crowding around a poker table, a mess of poker chips and empty beer bottles sitting underneath it. He snatched a blue cookie off of the plate in the kitchen, nibbling on it as he rushed upstairs before his step-father could get a chance to yell at him for no reason. 


He never liked yelling.


 


Percy waited for his mother to come home, hoping she would bring him a lollipop or two. 




He always liked lollipops.


He always got tired of waiting.


 


He waited for hours, until he wasn’t sure if she would even be coming home anymore.


What if she got fed up with Smelly Gabe?


What if she left without me?


What if she forgot about me?


 


What if she doesn’t care?


 


No. Percy reasoned with himself. She has to care. Right?


 


He went into a restless sleep that night, tossing and turning every which way.


 


His mom didn’t wake him up that morning.


She always woke him up on Saturday mornings.


He couldn’t smell the blue pancakes she made.


She always made blue pancakes on Saturday mornings.


 


He slowly walked downstairs, careful not to wake a black-out-drunk Gabe, who was sleeping on the couch. He remembered the last time he accidentally woke up Gabe. He remembered the lasting taste of blood in his mouth. So, safe to say, not very fond memories. Percy’s seven-year-old self was barely tall enough to reach over the counter to grab the newspaper sitting on the stove.


 


30-year-old Sally Jackson gone missing, suspect reports say…


 


Percy’s eyes widened. 


 


No. No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no! This couldn’t be happening. No, he just wasn’t reading it right. That must be it. He tried to convince himself that everything was  okay and his mom would come back with extra sweets and they would go off to Montauk like she promised. She promised.


 


Percy crept back upstairs, entered his room, and locked the door behind him. He staggered over to his bed as his knees gave in and he fell face first into Sharky, his emotional support shark pillow his mom got him when they had a meeting with the school counselor. Something about trauma, Percy couldn’t quite remember. He gripped the shark and tears started to fall. 


He wanted to scream. He wanted to hit something. He wanted to punch Gabe in his stupid face. He wanted to yell at himself. He wasn’t strong enough to protect her and now she’s gone. Maybe forever. 


 


He made a decision.


 


Percy grabbed a pen—his favorite pen and started writing a short goodbye letter to his step-father.


 


I’m done with your shit.


 


Go fuck yourself.


 


—Percy


 


He was satisfied with the contempt the letter emanated, and taped it to the outside of his door before rushing to pack his things. It wouldn’t take long, there were few possessions he cares about enough to bring along. His pen, Sharky, and a broken picture frame of him and his mother, and the best part about this was that there was no Gabe to mess it up back then. Just him and mom, but of course his step-father had to ruin that when he threw the picture down the stairs. Percy wiped at his eyes as he stuffed his few belongings into a blue backpack and silently stepped down the stairs. 


 


Phew, Gabe is still asleep. He thought to himself, breathing a sigh of relief at the sounds of the man snoring. He tiptoed into his mom’s room and opened the bedside drawer. Inside was a large, dark gray knife that was only for emergencies. He considered this emergency enough to warrant it. He unsheathed the sharp metal, on the sheath were bold black letters that to Percy, looked like STGYIAIN IORN. He sheathed the knife and put it in his pocket.


 


If I can’t protect mom, I can at least try and protect myself. Percy warily glanced over at Gabe, and for a brief second considered ending the man's misery right then and there. The mere thought of murder sounded so foreign, but if necessary… 


 


He didn’t want to think about what he would do. 


 


He opened the door, grateful that the streetlights near the apartment building were broken, so that would hopefully give him some cover. He pulled his hood up and walked slowly against the large brick buildings. Cars still whizzed past, but they were few and far between, and none of them ever slowed or faltered as they sped by. He kept an eye out for strangely tall men, or people in trench coats with one eye. Percy saw them, he really did, but no one else believed him. 


 


It was weirdly quiet for a night in Manhattan. There were lots of people, but strangely enough, they weren’t really talking. There was an occasional loud conversation or two, but the rest of them glared at him or gave him a slightly concerned look as he walked by, as if to say, what’s a kid doing out so late? He just sighed and kept moving. He walked for a couple hours, and he wasn’t sure how late it even was at this point. He knew he was going to have to settle down somewhere, but he had to move far, far away from Gabe. He was getting extremely tired, and he couldn’t walk forever, so he ducked behind a small fast-food restaurant. By then he was starving, and everything was shut down. 


 


Why hadn’t he thought to bring food? Stupid. He looked around the back of the place, and luckily there was a bin of all the food leftover at the end of the day locked behind a fence. He tossed his bag over it and it landed on the other side with a plump. He placed his foot in one of the chainmail holes and made his way to the top, one step at a time until he landed face first into the concrete on the other side of the fence. He managed to get out with a few scratches and some blood ridden hands, but other than that, he’d be fine. He dragged himself over to the dumpster and fished out a package of fries. He never thought he’d be this happy to eat a small bag of mediocre fries. Percy fished his shark out of his bag and laid down on the cold ground. He looked up at the sky, letting out a heavy sigh and allowing tears to creep down his face as the situation finally caught up to him.


 


He is truly alone.


 


Chapter 2
Chapter Summary


Percy on the run.


Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Percy woke up to a rattling gate. He fumbled for his knife, staggering to his feet as he peeked over the edge of the dumpster. He relaxed a bit when he realized it was just some underpaid teenager, probably taking the garbage out. Still, he didn’t like that his hiding spot was being compromised, so he grabbed as many packages of burgers in fries his tiny arms could carry, stuffed them in his bag, and ran over to the other side of the gate. Once again, he threw the bag over the edge and scrambled over to get it, just as the guy yelled out.


“Stupid raccoons! Stop eating out of the dump!”


Percy ran for a while in the early morning, turning at every corner before he felt safe enough to stop and look behind him. No angry teenagers. No raccoons. He munched on some lightly salted fries as he walked. By noon, he had reached a small suburban town on the outskirts of New York. He definitely wasn’t in Manhattan anymore. He found a small shack that reminded him of the rocks he used to climb up back before Gabe removed all the fun from his life. He jumped up and grabbed the roof of the shed, regaining his balance before climbing up on top of the house it was next to. He felt like he was on top of the world, jumping from house to house and laughing when he almost slipped and fell off the buildings. It was cold, seeing as it was early November, and there weren’t many people out, but the ones who were didn’t pay him any attention, which Percy was grateful for.


 


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


 


Days turned into weeks, and soon, Percy was out in the countryside.


He wasn’t sure he was even in New York anymore, but he was running out of food. Being in the countryside was good, and he finally felt safe enough to rest now that he was out of Gabe’s reach. He missed the soft smiles Mom would give him when she came home from work with all the blue sweets she could find. It felt like there was a gaping hole in his chest, and he banished any thought of her from his mind. He focused all his attention on getting more food. But being in the countryside also meant monsters. Lots of monsters. Impossibly giant dogs, people with snake bodies, and girls that lived underwater.


The first time he came across a monster was when a giant black wolf with red eyes came out of nowhere, and attacked Percy, clawing at his already torn sweatshirt. His chest felt warm, and he quickly stabbed it with his knife, turning it into golden dust. He felt dizzy after that, but it was worse when he found its pup. A small shadow of death that was currently trying to bite his ankle. He sheathed his knife and put a hand in front of its face so it could sniff him. He picked it up, trying to show it that he wasn’t a threat. It licked his face, and Percy decided right then and there that he would be this pup's (forcefully) adopted father.


“I will call you… Luna! Luna the pup!” He placed her down near the thick tree she appeared from. Luckily, Luna didn’t seem to mind Percy, and he felt the same. He sprinkled some french fries over where Luna’s mom died, and hoped that she would accept his offering and (hopefully) not be angry at him if they ever crossed paths again.


He didn’t want to look under his shirt, but he staggered out to a small pond, where he cleansed the wound as best as he could. The water instantly gave him a surge of energy and he ripped off a bit of his shirt to use as a makeshift bandage. The cut didn’t seem to be too deep, which Percy could not be more grateful for, with his complete lack of any kind of legitimate medical supplies.


The next morning, he realized he was out of food. He scoured around, but after hours of searching and a rapidly approaching sunset, things weren’t going too well. That is, of course, until he found a fruit stand with three old ladies knitting the biggest pair of socks he had ever seen. “Uhh… Hey.”


Great, Percy. That was the greatest conversation starter I’ve ever heard.


“I was wondering if you happen to have any out-of-season fruits that me and my dog could have? I don’t really have much money, and if you’re going to throw them out anyway…”


Amazing. You’re screwed. You and Luna are going to starve to death. Great going.


“Aw, you poor dear. Here, have some of these. We have such little company, why don’t you stay around for some tea?”


Percy got weird vibes from the old ladies, so he just thanked them for the food and stuck around just long enough to have a slight conversation. He thinks they gave him a lot of apples, though he’s not complaining. He threw one over to Luna, and she gobbled the whole thing—core and all—in about three seconds. He bit into one too, and although it was a bit mushy, as a kid looking for food, it was about as much as he could’ve expected. He ate as much of it as possible before giving Luna the core. He ducked into an abandoned barn for the night, scratching Luna behind the ears as she gave him a big wet kiss. He brushed a hand over his sore chest, and he sat down in a corner to try and sleep.
He did, however, vaguely remember the three old ladies watching him creepily as one cut a long blue thread. It creeped him out to no end, and he couldn’t stop thinking about it.


 


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


 


Weeks turned into months, and Luna was getting bigger everyday. After a few weeks of living off of random plants he found in the forest and hoping they wouldn't kill him, Percy finally found a small city he could hide in. He was getting bigger too, and better at sneaking around. He snagged a few steak kabobs from a street vendor and fed a piece to Luna. She almost reached his shoulders now, but that doesn’t stop her from acting like a lap dog. He sometimes wonders what the others see, as Luna looks anything but normal. She’s a giant shadow with teeth and glowing red eyes. Then again, no one believed him when he saw the one eyed man, or when his math teacher had chicken feet, and at one point he saw tusks. Tusks. On a teacher. He took a bite out of his kabob before it got cold. At one point, Luna sensed his tiredness, and kneeled down to let him on her back.


She got extra kabob for that.


Percy and Luna walked around for a bit, and they saw clumps of people around what looked like circus tents and art galleries, so he could only guess they were at a state festival of some sort. They walked past juggling monkeys and balancing elephants. The weirdest thing, however, was the red-headed girl who walked up covered in gold paint.


“So…” She said, “Big dog, huh?”


Percy gave her a quizzical glance. “You can see her?”


The girl matched his look. “Uh… yes? Though, now that you mention it, I notice a lot of things others don’t. They say I’m crazy, but I’m not crazy! They’re clearly the ones who are crazy!” She droned on like that for a little bit, and Percy saw other people dressed like her posing as statues. “Anyways, I’m Rachel Elizabeth Dare! Who are you?”


“...Percy.”


“Well Percy, I’m here because my art school is taking my class on a field trip! We’re statues. Isn’t that cool?” She beamed at him.


“I didn’t think statues talk this much. Then again, neither does the average human.” He snarked, but Rachel was amusing, and he could use a laugh right now.


She sighed. “Well, you’re right. I should probably get back to being a statue. Oh, if you ever need me, I go to Clarion Ladies Academy in Manhattan! Just ask for me! Bye, Percy!” She exclaimed as if they were old friends and they didn’t just meet. He gave her a confused half–wave goodbye.


Rachel Elizabeth Dare, huh? I can remember that. He thought, smiling to himself. Maybe life on the run wouldn’t be so lonely after all.


Percy doesn’t know when, but at some point, he fell asleep on Luna. He knows this because he woke up to her curling around him protectively and growling at anything that came close to either of them. He gripped her fur as his heart beat faster and his breathing became ragged and heavy. He felt tears stream down his face as the empty realization washed over him. He would never see his mother again. He brushed against the concrete and hissed when it cut his skin. He sank into Luna’s fur as she barked worriedly at him. He wiped a hand over his face as he reached for Sharky, quite possibly the last thing she would ever give him. It still smelled like her, though it hadn't seen her in just over eight months, it still gave Percy the comforting feeling it did during nights when he couldn’t sleep, or when he locked himself in his room after a particularly rough argument with Gabe.


He missed his mother so much. He wondered what she would think if she saw him now. He wondered if she was still alive. It was useless to hope, he knew, but he could still try. He could do that much, right?


Right?


Chapter End Notes


It’s a lot of fun writing lil Percy! He has a lot of potential. Lmk how you like the story so far!


(I’ll see if I can get another chapter out next week, i’m going to my cousins over the weekend.)


Chapter 3
Chapter Summary


Percy and Annabeth; the greatest monster slayers ever!


(Boy meets Girl, chaos ensues and they destroy the world.)


Chapter Notes


Here you go, the next chapter, Percy meets Annabeth! :D


Percy woke up to screaming. Luna bolted in front of him, growling fiercely at the monsters surrounding them. They weren’t in a great area, so there was bound to be trouble. It was still dark, the first light of dawn creeping over the buildings and casting everything in an eerie orange glow.


 


“Come on Luna.” He whistled, and Luna knelt down and let her climb on him. She bit and scratched at every monster in her path, but they still kept coming.


 


He shakily got to his feet on top of her back, stumbling whenever she jumped, but they had been practicing for weeks, and he wasn’t going to mess up. Not this time. Percy took out his knife and leapt off of Luna, using her back as a springboard and stabbing a dracanae in the middle of its ugly face. He prepared himself for a rough landing as he fell through the air, landing on his stomach with a thud on Luna’s back. 


 


“Good girl.” He said, scratching her behind the ears and clutching his stomach. 


 


Percy saw who screamed earlier—a girl, no older than him, yelling at some bulky monsters and waving a hammer around. 


 


The girl was surprisingly effective with the weapon, killing a few monsters beside him and Luna, but it seemed that every monster they killed, two more took their place. In a fit of haste and desperation, Percy grabbed the girl and pulled her into Luna with him. Which was no easy matter, by all means, she weighed no less than him, kicking and screaming all the while waving her hammer around like no tomorrow.


 


“Would you stop? I’m trying to help you—Luna, that's a dead end!” 


 


His eyes widened as he braced for impact, but it never came. Luna stopped, and suddenly they were somewhere completely different—in the middle of the woods someplace. He looks around confusedly before accepting that nothing in his life would ever make sense. The hellhound almost instantly collapsed, exhausted from the transport. Percy immediately scrambled off of her and looked at the girl in complete bewilderment.


 


“What is wrong with you? I save your life and you try to beat me with a hammer?” He looked at her incredulously. She had long, honey blonde hair in princess curls, stormy gray eyes, and she was just as battered and bruised as he was. He could only assume that she was in the same predicament. 


 


“What’s wrong with you?! You run up on a monster and kidnap me?!” She yelled. Oh well, at least she wasn’t hitting him with a hammer anymore.


“And you did not save my life. I could’ve done just fine on my own, thank you.”


 


“Luna’s not a monster! Well—I mean—it’s not like she’s gonna hurt you anyway.” Percy sat down, leaning against the dog's fluffy body, tired and sore. “And yeah, if ‘just fine’ means ‘monster chow.’” He rolled his eyes.


The girl ignored him and gave Luna an experimental poke, and the fluffy nightmare opened her glowing red eyes tiredly and rolled over. 


 


“Okay. So, what, you just happen to have a tame monster?”


 


“So what if I do?”


 


They went back and forth like that for ten minutes until the girl came to terms with the fact that Luna was tame and wouldn’t hurt her. 


 


“Well… we’re gonna be here for a while, at least until Luna wakes up.” Percy eyed her warily, it’s not everyday you meet another kid who can see the monsters. Unless said kid is a monster. After running away from home months ago, he’s learned to be wary, but he can’t help but be curious when he sees another seven year old like him. “So… what’s your name?” He asked, burying his face into Luna’s fur.


 


The girl looked him up and down, searching for any signs of deception or trickery before answering. “Annabeth. Annabeth Chase. What’s yours?” She demanded.


 


“Percy Jackson.”


Annabeth sighed and scooted over next to him, tensely leaning against Luna. They sat on opposite sides of her, about a foot between them, staring at each other, not trusting each other enough to fall asleep, before they both inevitably ended up doing so.






~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~






Annabeth woke up to the boy— Percy, she reminded herself—still asleep on the monster. 


 


Luna, her name was Luna.


 


An oddly comfortable pillow, but she supposed most things were odd when it came to her life. 


She looked over to the sleeping boy and his giant dog of doom. She looked at his wavy black hair, the exhausted way his face looked. Maybe this was someone she could trust . Someone she could rely on. 


Annabeth pushed herself over to the other side of Luna, scratching her ears and underneath her chin. The dog gave a pleased whine and licked her hand.


 


“You are just a big puppy, aren’t you?” She laughed, startling Percy awake.


He blinked his eyes open and visibly relaxed when he saw her.


 


“Oh. ’S just you.” He yawned and rubbed Luna’s belly. “You’re supposed to be my dog.” He whined, smiling a bit when the ball of fluff bit his arm playfully. 


 


“Oh no! I’m being attacked!” 


 


Luna continued to use his arm as a chew toy, making sure not to cause any actual harm, and the two erupted into fits of giggles. 


Annabeth let the dog sniff her hand and deem her a friend before playfully biting her arm as well. 


 


“Aw,” Percy looked at the dog. “I feed you for eight months and you go and choose the first person who gives you belly rubs over me?” He makes a hand gesture like he’d been stabbed in the chest and falls over. Luna immediately rushes to his side and pokes him with her nose to make sure he’s okay, which makes them laugh even harder.


 


So, yeah. Maybe she can trust Percy.






~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~






Percy didn’t know how to feel about Annabeth at first. She seemed snarky and bossy, and basically everything Percy hates because Gabe was all those things and he hates Gabe, but she really wasn’t. Luna liked her, and they could almost act like kids together, and she made him feel like he wasn’t alone anymore.


 


She also offered him a sandwich, which kind of closed the deal. Compared to mushy apples and stale french fries, a peanut butter and jelly sandwich was a five star meal (Luna obviously got some of his sandwich, he wasn’t a monster).


 


“We should keep going. Do you want a ride?” He asked, holding out a hand for her to take.


 


“Sure.” She pulled herself onto the hellhound, because she just has to be stubborn.


They sat in silence for a while, neither quite knowing what to say.


 


“So, Percy, where are you from?” Annabeth asked, trying to make small talk.


 


“Manhattan. You?”


 


“I’m from Virginia… I didn’t realize I left the state already.” She clutched the ring on her necklace as her face darkened slightly.


 


Percy noticed her anxiety and opened his backpack. He took Sharky out and showed it to her.


 


“This is Sharky. He makes me feel better when I get sad. Do you want to hold him?” He smiled at her and held the shark out for her.


 


Annabeth laughed softly. “Yeah, sure.” She smiled gratefully at his offer, holding Sharky in her arms and squeezing.


“It’s just… sometimes I miss my dad, even though he was too busy with work to actually care about me. But he’s still my dad, y’know?”


 


Percy’s smile wavered slightly and he turned away from her, opting to scratch Luna’s ears instead.


 


“I get that. My mom would pick me up from school whenever she wasn’t working overtime. I would get home and wait for her, but sometimes, when she was working real late… I thought she finally realized she didn’t want me and left me alone.”


 


“Did she… Did she come back?” Both of their smiles were now gone, worry lining their faces.


 


“She usually did. But now…” Percy was trying hard not to cry again. “I don’t know where she is.”


 


“I’m sorry.” Tears fell. From one or both of them, he didn’t know. But Annabeth moved up next to him, pushing Sharky against his side and leaning against him. 


 


“It’s okay. At least I have someone to talk to now.” He smiled at her show of affection as Luna let out a low grumble. “Who’s not a dog. Is that better?” 


The hellhound let out an annoyed snort.


 


“It’s okay, Perce. She just likes me better. Isn’t that right Luna?” Annabeth made cooing noises while she scratched under the dog's chin.


 


“You’re both insufferable.”


 


Luna led them to a road, and cars whizzed by every now and then while they looked for somewhere they could eat. It was just past noon, and they were starting to get hungry.


 


“Don’t suppose you have any more sandwiches, do you?” Percy asked as Annabeth searched her bag.


 


“No. But I do have a copy of my step-moms credit card. We could find a roadside diner or something.”


 


“I mean, even a Mcdonalds would be good at this point. Do you want your fries Luna?” Luna gave a whine in response, and Percy took it as a yes, feed me! “Okay. We’ll look.”


 


After over an hour of searching, they finally found a place they could eat at. The Olympian Diner, or as it looked like: The Oylpmain Dnier. 


The paint was peeling, fallen roof tiles were in a pile near the door, and the lights were broken and flickering, but despite its beaten and run down appearance, it worked. Percy and Annabeth entered the diner, leaving Luna sitting near the entrance in case any trouble were to walk by. 


 


The cashier at the desk blinked at them, seemingly confused at the prospect of two eight year olds at a roadside diner with no adult supervision.


“Hey, are your parents here?” He asked, fixing his glasses.


 


“Um…” Percy tried to think of an excuse when Annabeth burst out beside him.


 


“They’re outside!” She exclaimed, a bit loudly at that. Her face took a pinkish tone before she calmed herself. 


 


“Yeah, and they wanted us to get them some food.” Percy finished as Annabeth handed the cashier the credit card.


 


“Okay, ten burgers and fifteen fries please, and can we get two large waters?” 


 


“Look kid, I don’t get paid enough to care, just take your food and get out before my manager sees me.” The cashier handed them each a couple bags and a drink tray as they made their way out of the diner.






~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~






The sun was setting, casting everything in its path in the familiar orange glow that Annabeth had come to appreciate. Her and Percy sipped the rest of their water in silence as they watched the sun disappear over the trees. 


The canopy gave them decent cover, and they were still close enough to the road where they could follow it and (hopefully) make it back to civilization.


 


But it was quiet, and it was nice. The chirping of birds had slowed down as it darkened, and both Annabeth and Percy were laying against Luna, holding Sharky as they looked up into the stars.


 


She let herself smile.


 


She wasn’t alone anymore.






Authors Note
Chapter Summary
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Summary


The Giant War is over, Percy and Annabeth are both alive and reunited. Yet, they still lost months thanks to Hera, now it's up to them to make up for lost time.


Notes


See the end of the work for notes
Chapter 1
Welcome Home


Percy sighed as he looked around his cabin. He was finally home, after being gone for so long, he was finally back at Camp Half-Blood, where he belonged. The people at Camp Jupiter were nice but he really missed his friends back at Camp Half-Blood.


As soon as everyone was back to their respective camps, the first thing Percy did was go straight to his cabin. The second he walked into his cabin, he was hit with a wave of nostalgia. He felt like he was twelve again, everything felt so new yet familiar at the same time. Everything looked the exact same before he got kidnapped.


Percy walked over towards his bunk, his bunk was the only one that had pictures on the wall behind it. A small seashell nightlight hung just above his bunk. The Minotaur horn sat on a nightstand next to his bed, reminding him every morning of how far he’d come.


He checked everything from his closet to his nightstand’s drawer. There were a few things he had hidden in there. He pulled out a picture that he’d kept since he and Annabeth were dating. The two were in the surf on the beach just outside of camp, smiling widely at the camera. Annabeth had taken the picture with her phone but she’d sent it to him, she never knew he had it.


A knock at the door caught Percy’s attention. He hid the photo back in his drawer, shut it, and got to his feet. He walked over to the door, wondering who exactly would be knocking on his door, it was late at night, most of the camp was asleep by now.


When he opened the door, the last thing he was expecting was for Annabeth to be standing on the front porch of his cabin. He thought she was back at her cabin, asleep. Yet here she was in front of him.


“Hey, Seaweed Brain.” She smiled at him.


Percy still couldn’t believe how much Annabeth had changed since he had been kidnapped. She had grown taller, smarter, and attractive enough to rival some Aphrodite girls. She was beautiful before he got kidnapped, but now she was easily mistakable for a goddess. Yet there were some things he was certain that were still the same, like the scars she got from monster fights over her years.


“H-hey.” He said, staring at her gray eyes, he remembered looking into those eyes as she moaned his name in the stables of the Argo II.


The night she took him to the stables on the Argo II was one he would never forget. He thought she had just wanted to talk but shortly after talking, they both seemed to lose control over themselves. The feeling of Annabeth’s legs wrapped around him while she moaned and cried out his name was one that could rarely be beat in terms of pleasure. Percy considered themselves lucky that no one heard her moaning or his groaning.


“You gonna let me in?” Annabeth asked.


Percy moved aside, motioning for her to come in. She walked in, winking at him as she did so.


He watched as she made her way towards his bunk, he couldn’t take his eyes off her legs. She was wearing some really short athletic shorts that showed off her legs perfectly. Her shirt was too big, which led him to believe it was one of his shirts, which meant he couldn’t see her boobs at all, he’d be lying if he said he wasn’t a tiny bit disappointed.


He shuffled after her, eventually climbing onto the bed with her. The mattress sank under their weight but neither demigod seemed to notice or care.


The two demigods didn’t speak for a few minutes, they really didn’t need to, they both were taking in each others presence. That was more than enough for them.


“You know, I’m really glad you turned down Reyna for me.” She said, putting her legs in his lap.


Percy grinned at her, “How could I get a new girlfriend when I have you?”


Annabeth tilted her head, “Yeah, I was thinking about that. Why did you do that? I thought you couldn’t remember me.”


Percy remembered when he first woke up, he couldn’t remember much at the time but all he did remember was her name. He had glimpses of her in his mind but they were frustratingly dim.


“Well, I kind of remembered you. I mean, I didn’t remember who you were at first but I did remember you kissing me.” He admitted, “All I knew was that I needed to find you.”


Annabeth’s pupils dilated as her smile grew wider, he knew he had said the right thing.


“Thanks for waiting for me.” She said.


The truth was, Percy was beyond thankful she waited for him, no, she went looking for him. He had hope and trusted her enough to think that she was going after him but now that he thought about it, she could’ve given up on him after three months and said he was gone, he had no doubt she could easily find another boyfriend, yet she waited all six months to find him. Perhaps replacing him was impossible in her eyes.


There was the tiny fear that she would’ve went for Jason, maybe she would’ve found that he was more relatable. He was smart, cool-headed, and a leader. Sure, Percy had his own qualities but he knew that there were areas that Jason outshined him in.


Yet despite his fears, Annabeth never showed any feelings towards Jason. Percy had secured her love long before, his fear was most likely some meddling love goddess trying to get him to do something stupid.


“So, I was thinking of what you said, you know, down in Tartarus.” She said.


Ah, Tartarus. Percy knew that there would be repercussions for what happened down there, chances are there would be more nightmares between them, but they still made it through and would keep moving. Their relationship was stronger now, and he had a feeling that as the years passed by, their attachment to one another would grow even stronger.


“I know I said that I’d go to New Rome with you but there’s something else that I want to talk about.” She blushed.


Percy stared at her with mildly concerned eyes. Was she about to tell him that she didn’t want to go? Was she about to break everything off? Maybe he’d done something wrong and now she wanted to end their relationship on good terms.


“You said people could get married and have children in New Rome.” She said.


Percy nearly sighed out of relief, she just wanted to know more about his future plans. Then his heart sped up, why did she want to know? He imagined Annabeth smiling at him while he married her, he imagined them watching their kids play around, safe and happy with one another.


“Yeah.” He said, “I saw people living normally there, like, there were no monsters to worry about.”


“Well, I was thinking after a bit, we could move back here to Long Island. I really like it near camp.” She said, “If you want to of course.”


“We can do that.” He nodded, he didn’t mind.


“And uh, one more thing.” She said.


Percy really hoped she wasn’t about to demand that he become a stay-at-home dad or something.


“When do you want to get married?”


Percy’s heart nearly stopped right then and there.


“W-what?” He stammered.


“I mean, when do you want for us to become a married couple?” She asked.


Percy thought they were a bit too young. There was no way that she could become his wife at the moment, not when they were still in high school. Regardless, he did want to marry Annabeth eventually.


“Well, I think we should finish college first, I mean, it’s not like we’re going to break up or anything.” He said.


“You better not break up with me.” She said in a strict tone.


Percy gently let her legs off his lap and he crawled to her, cupping her cheek in one hand, “You know I’d never do that.”


Annabeth smiled in delight, her eyes stared into his. He stared back at her, his green eyes full of emotion. They were so close their breaths bounced off each other. Percy could smell her citrus-scented shampoo, his body shivered as he took in every detail.


Annabeth made the first move. She leaned in and kissed him, wrapping her arms around his neck and deepening the kiss. Their breathing got faster, they started moving in sync with one another. Annabeth laid on her back, her legs spreading to allow Percy to settle in between them.


Percy took the hint and moved in between her legs, slowly pressing against her body. She wrapped her legs around him to keep him close. Their kissing grew in intensity, Annabeth’s eyes were full of pure love, Percy’s eyes probably looked similar.


Percy unconsciously started grinding against her, rubbing his hips against her crotch, enjoying the moans that Annabeth sent into his mouth. His shorts struggled to hold him back.


Annabeth broke the kiss, her chest heaving as she breathed heavily. Her cheeks were red as she blushed wildly. Her eyes danced as she stared back at him.


“You’re beautiful.” He whispered against her lips, moving to capture them again.


Annabeth whimpered when he kissed her even harder. The kiss was short but intense, he could tell she was growing more and more heated with each passing second. Yet, he wasn’t really in the mood for sex tonight, he wanted the mood to remain wholesome.


He broke away and smiled at her, “It’s getting late, do you wanna sleep here tonight?”


Annabeth nodded, “Yeah.”


Percy flipped them over, so he was laying down on his back while she laid on top of him. She snuggled up to him, resting her head in the crook of his neck. He sighed and shut his eyes, drifting off to sleep.
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Blissful Morning in Cabin 3


Percy was dead asleep, for some reason, falling asleep with Annabeth on top of him ensured that he had no nightmares. Nightmares weren't anything too devastating to him, they were just an annoyance. Sometimes they prevented him from getting a full night's rest.


Yet with Annabeth's body pressed against his, he was able to sleep without interruptions. Only Hypnos knew why that was.


That didn't mean Percy's dream was all quiet and peaceful, instead, he got the complete opposite of a nightmare: A wet dream.


The Argo II rocked back and forth as it sailed through the sea. The sun was out, giving the sea a serene, peaceful feeling. The feeling soothed all those on the ship, everyone from Leo, the fiery mechanic of the ship, to Jason, the former Roman Praetor. The feeling was the most beneficial to two tortured half-bloods currently below the deck.


"Come on, Percy!" Annabeth whined as she tugged on his arm.


Percy groaned as he laid face down on his bed, he didn't want to go anywhere outside his room for the day, he was trying to catch up on the sleep he lost thanks to Tartarus.


"Leave me alone, I'm trying to sleep!" Percy groaned into his pillow.


"You've been sleeping all day!" Annabeth argued, "Get up!"


Reluctantly, Percy flipped over on his back. He stared up at the ceiling, his green eyes lazy. He saw Annabeth standing next to his bed, looking down at him with a disapproving look. Her eyes were full of exasperation while her jaw was clenched.


"Alright, what?" He said.


"You need to leave your room, everyone is worried about you."


Percy grunted, the last thing he wanted to do was leave his room. His bed felt like a cloud that was made just for him to lay on.


"I don't wanna." He said childishly.


Annabeth let out a growl. Then her eyes changed, they got that calculating look that Percy had seen when she was planning something. Then after a few seconds, a smile spread across her face.


"Annabeth?"


"How about we make a deal?" She asked.


"A deal?" He tilted his head.


Annabeth climbed onto his bed and crawled over his legs, coming to a stop right in between them. She gave him a toothy smile, "Yeah, a deal."


Percy's dick hardened at the tone of her voice. Not many knew it, but Annabeth had a sexy voice that she reserved for when she trying to seduce someone, which wasn't often. Percy had been caught woefully off-guard by it when she first used it on him.


Annabeth's hand crept up his leg, past his thigh, and settled on the bulge sticking out of his boxers. The feeling of her hand on him sent shivers up Percy's spine.


"I'll suck you off, but you have to promise me that you'll leave your room." She proposed.


Percy looked down at her and smiled, "Okay."


Percy smiled as he continued on with his dream. He felt Annabeth's mouth on him, slowly moving up and down. He couldn't believe how good she was at blowjobs, she nearly swallowed him whole without gagging.


Then the smell of her citrus-scented shampoo filled his nostrils. He could hear the noises associated with Annabeth's blowjobs. Then there was the one thing that was easily the most noticeable, he could actually feel her sucking him down. The feelings were so vivid that he thought they were real.


Then he opened his eyes.


"Annabeth!" He exclaimed as he looked down.


Annabeth glanced up at him, his dick trapped firmly between her lips. She winked at him, then went back to sucking him. Her head bobbed up and down, the sound of slurping coming from her mouth each time she bobbed. Percy could feel her running her tongue all over him from the tip to the base.


Percy noticed she had gotten naked too. He knew they didn't go to sleep naked last night, yet here she was in front of him, on her knees and bent over him in all her naked glory. He could see her shorts, shirt, and panties on the floor next to his bed, right next to his clothes.


"Fuck, I'm close!" Percy groaned as he threw his head back on his pillow.


Annabeth didn't slow down, she kept going. If anything, she went faster, it seemed she could care less about her gag reflex.


Percy always wondered how she managed to deepthroat him, he was by no means small. He had learned in health class during the horrifying segment that was sex ed, that the average length for a guy was about five inches. Of course, Percy being a teenager, measured himself over the years and found himself at a solid eight inches.


That's what made Annabeth amazing to him, she was deepthroating eight inches without even giving it much thought. Of course, it took her a bit to get to that point, she wasn't a natural, in fact, she had almost sworn off of blowjobs after her first time.


It wasn't like she learned how to do it for his sake either, he actually preferred just fucking her. He wasn't a huge fan of blowjobs, but he didn't mind it either. He knew a few of the Hermes and Apollo guys were suckers (Ha!) for blowjobs but he never really saw the hype around them.


"Annabeth!" He cried out as she went even faster, this girl was going to suck the life out of him, he knew it.


When Percy came, his hips lifted off the bed as Annabeth sucked him so hard that he thought he was going to die for sure. He let out a loud groan, one that would've let anyone walking by know what was happening. He squeezed his eyes shut as he filled Annabeth's mouth.


Annabeth's eyes glinted with a mix of pride and mischief. She swallowed down each offering he gave her, she didn't give him a second to recover until he was finally done spewing his seeds into her mouth.


Annabeth released him with a refreshed sigh, like she had taken a swig of her favorite drink or something. She looked up at him while she licked around her lips.


"Good morning." She said with a smile.


Percy was breathing heavily, his heart was pounding so loud that he was certain she could hear it. He stared down at her with wide eyes.


"What was that for?" He asked breathlessly.


Annabeth shrugged, "I felt like it. Now you owe me."


Percy knew what it meant to be indebted to Annabeth sexually. She was a tough girl to please, eating her out wasn't enough, he knew because he'd tried that. Usually, Annabeth only took wild heart-pounding sex as her payment.


"Alright, let me repay you then." He said with as much seductiveness as he could, he wasn't sure why but for some reason, Annabeth loved his attempts at seduction, even if they failed miserably.


Annabeth's eyes darkened with anticipation at the idea of being given the fucking she craved. Despite her outward modest daughter of Athena look she gave off, Percy knew she could just as easily turn into a sexy vixen in private, it all depended on how she felt.


Percy climbed off the bed, "Get on all fours."


"You really like taking me this way." She said, as she crawled to where he had been laying previously. She got on all fours, her knees digging into the mattress as she held herself up by her hands.


Percy climbed on behind her, he shuffled on his knees between her legs as he looked down at her ass. Annabeth's ass wasn't the biggest at Camp Half-Blood, but it wasn't at all small. He leveled a slap against her right cheek, sending a jiggle up her butt. The slap echoed throughout his cabin.


He reached forward and grabbed handfuls of her ass, relishing in how soft and smooth her cheeks were. He'd always been a little obsessed with how thick Annabeth was ever since their first time together.


Judging from the panting coming from Annabeth, she was pleasantly aroused. Percy knew this meant it was time for the main event. He reached down and grasped his length, aiming it towards Annabeth's lips. He rubbed the tip up and down, he enjoyed hearing her breath catch as she felt him prodding her most intimate part.


"Stop teasing me." She whispered.


Percy grinned at how eager she was. He grabbed her hip with one hand and guided himself in with the other. His tip parted her lips as he started to delve into her. He watched the whole thing with a sense of satisfaction, he watched as the tip spread her apart before pushing in.


Annabeth let out a moan as his tip disappeared into her. He let go of his length and gripped her hips with both hands. He started slowly pushing forward with his hips, a smile spreading across his face as Annabeth let out a low moan while he moved deeper into her. He could feel her wet pussy clenching around him, massaging his dick as it moved deeper into the blonde daughter of Athena.


"Fuck me, you're big." Annabeth sighed.


Percy's hips pushed against her ass, signifying that he was all the way in. Her pussy was spread widely to fit him in a snug grip.


He leaned forward and kissed the shell of her ear, "You like me big."


Annabeth smiled, "You finally learned."


"You calling me dumb?" He asked dangerously.


Annabeth turned her head to give him a teasing smile, "I'm not calling you a genius."


"Tough talk coming from a girl with my dick inside of her." He said, "You know you can't get enough of me."


"Don't lie to yourself." She snorted, "My fingers work just fine."


Percy knew full well she was lying. Annabeth rarely ever masturbated, she always considered it a waste of time, she told him that herself.


"We'll see if you're still talking like that after this." He said, sitting up.


He gripped her hips as tight as possible without hurting her before pulling back and slamming back into her. Annabeth's moan was music to his ears, he imagined that would be all he would hear when he got to Elysium. He wouldn't mind spending all of eternity with Annabeth.


Percy gritted his teeth, Annabeth wasn't entirely helpless against him, her tightness made it hard not to creampie her right away. Yet he also knew he had more than enough stamina, especially after she'd just made him cum a few minutes ago.


The cabin filled with Percy's grunts and Annabeth's moans as the bed creaked back and forth, the frame slamming against the walls and joining the couple's lustful symphony. Each thrust from Percy sent jiggles up Annabeth's rear while producing a loud slap each time he bottomed out inside her. Percy's pace made their coupling sound like someone was clapping inside of the cabin, the sound of skin slapping against skin bounced off the walls.


Annabeth grunted and moaned, Percy watched her face grow more debauched the further she got into it. He always loved being able to turn her into a woman who craved sex, it gave him a rush like no other.


Annabeth's knees dug into the bed, her hands squeezing to grab handfuls of the sheets. Her breasts swung back and forth as her body rocked along with Percy's thrusts. Her mouth was consistently opening to let out loud sounds of pleasure. Her eyes closed as she enjoyed the rough fucking Percy was giving her.


Sweat ran down Percy's muscles as he pounded into Annabeth like he was trying to break her. Maybe it was his dad's nature within him but when it came to sex, he rarely ever did anything timidly. It helped that he didn't really repress himself in that department, he fully embraced his godly side when it came time to having sex with Annabeth.


"So fucking good!" Annabeth gasped, "You're the best!"


"Best compared to who?" He grunted, slamming into her once again.


"Everyone!" She cried out.


Percy grabbed her hair and pulled her back, "You've never fucked anyone else, how would you know?"


Annabeth let out a loud moan, he grinned at the fact that she could barely respond to him.


He knew she hadn't fucked anyone else, she only knew about other people's sexual performance based on what she heard. Apparently, Calypso and Piper were more than happy to share about their boyfriends' sexual performances. Leo was energetic and always down to try new things. Jason was a little timid at first but that went away after a couple of times with Piper. The one thing Annabeth told Percy that really stroked his ego was that he was the biggest of the three, though he would never know if that was true or if she was just hyping him up, she didn't know for sure either since she was going off of what Piper and Calypso were saying.


"PERCY!" She screamed as he plunged into her, his balls slapping against her widened lips.


Annabeth clenched around him, squeezing him hard enough that he nearly stopped. She let out a series of loud moans as she thrashed about, she slammed her ass back against Percy's hips. Percy held onto her for dear life, she was about to throw him off the bed.


When Annabeth finally calmed down, Percy rubbed her back, sending shivers up her spine.


"You okay?" He asked.


Annabeth looked over her shoulder, "I didn't tell you to stop."


Percy shook his head, he wondered where Annabeth got her sexual appetite from. Regardless, he started thrusting into her again. She smiled at him before looking away and moaning his name.


Percy knew he wasn't going to last long the second he felt the pressure in his groin start to build. Annabeth just felt too good for him to last hours at a time. The few times they did spend hours with one another, it was because they didn't stop at one orgasm.


With a groan, Percy started to speed up, thrusting into her at an almost brutal pace. Annabeth shrieked, a wide smile on her face. She knew what his erratic thrusting meant. The slapping sounds in the cabin started to become louder and more frequent, Annabeth's moans grew in intensity.


Percy gripped Annabeth's hips and slammed her back against him while thrusting forward, burying himself as deep as he could before spurting his seed into her. Annabeth squeezed him as she got thrown into a second orgasm.


"I'm cumming!" Percy cried out.


Annabeth let out a pleasure-filled groan as she felt herself get filled. Percy's semen flooded her depths, filling every crevice. His cum gushed out of Annabeth as she couldn't hold anymore. Percy let out a sigh of relief before pulling out of her.


Annabeth slumped forward, collapsing onto Percy's pillows as his cum dripped out of her in globs. Percy fell on his back, watching as she dripped. He was going to have to clean his sheets after they were done. He always did love filling Annabeth up, so to him, it was worth it.


A knock at the door caused both demigods to look at each other before they looked at the door.


"Uh, yeah?" Percy called.


"Percy?" Piper's voice asked from the other side, "Is Annabeth in there with you? Chiron is looking for her."


Percy looked over and found Annabeth wearing a terrified look.


"Fuck, I need to go." She said frantically but not loud enough for Piper to hear.


Percy moved out of her way as she tried to move quickly but he noticed she couldn't really move as fast as she could normally. Aside from the fact that she had his cum running down her thighs, she was also limping.


Percy watched as she slid on her clothes and tried her best to fix her appearance as to not look like she just had a hook up. He couldn't help but feel a bit proud of himself as she limped out of his cabin
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We Really Shouldn't


Annabeth was a bit sore, each step she took sent a spike of pain up her legs. She wasn't really injured but her legs still hurt.


The reason lied in a certain son of Poseidon.


It had been a couple of days after she and Percy had decided to bang in cabin three, and she was still feeling the effects of their actions. She didn't really mind though, it had been so long since they had done that.


So far, barely anyone noticed her limp, everyone except Piper, who was currently walking next to her as she walked towards the canoe lake. She had intended to meet up with Percy, mainly just to relax, but the daughter of Aphrodite had taken an interest in her limp.


"You know, the more you try to hide it, the more guilty you look. You realize that, right?" Piper said next to her.


"I'm not hiding anything." Annabeth argued.


A sly grin grew across Piper's face, "That's funny, that's exactly what a person who has something to hide would say."


"Are you a fucking cop or something? Leave me alone!" Annabeth snapped.


The last thing Annabeth wanted was for anyone to find out what she and Percy did behind closed doors. Sure, most couples did what they did, but it was still pretty embarrassing. She and Percy could get downright shameless when it came to sex, going as far as to scream or knock stuff over.


Even their first time wasn't as calm as most people would expect. It was awkward, loud, yet satisfying. Percy had no idea what he was doing but neither did Annabeth so she couldn't be too hard on him. If she was being honest, she'd be more concerned if he actually knew what to do, because that would only mean he wasn't a virgin, and it would've hurt her a lot if she found that out.


Annabeth had every reason to be concerned. She'd heard of people losing their virginities when they were only fourteen, which to her was far too young. She was already pretty hesitant about losing hers when she was sixteen, she couldn't imagine doing that when she was fourteen. She also happened to be pretty angry at Percy when she was that young, she just couldn't see herself having sex with him.


Yet Percy, being the stand-up guy he was, turned down almost every girl who'd tried to do anything funny. Annabeth couldn't help but love him even more for that.


"Damn, girl, it must've been great if you're daydreaming about it!" Piper chuckled next to her.


Annabeth gritted her teeth, she had never wanted to physically harm Piper as much as she did now.


"Can you leave?" Annabeth asked her with a tired tone, "I'm supposed to meet with Percy in a few minutes and unless you want to watch us kiss, you should probably go."


Piper raised her eyebrow, "Is kissing all you're going to do?"


"Leave!" Annabeth snarled.


Piper laughed as she turned and started walking away, she looked over her shoulder and winked at the red-faced daughter of Athena. Annabeth glared daggers at her back.


The sound of someone walking next to her caused her to look over. Percy smiled at her with that crooked grin that she originally found annoying.


"Let me guess, Piper was asking you about what we did?" He asked, wrapping an arm around her shoulders.


"Sort of. She's asking why I'm limping," Annabeth said, leaning into him, "And it's because of you, asshole."


Percy laughed, though she wasn't sure what was so funny. If Chiron or gods forbid, Mr. D found out, they minus well just march up to Hades and ask for him to let them go into Elysium early because she knew their parents would murder them.


Their mortal parents probably wouldn't mind as much but it was their godly parents she was worried about. For some reason, the concept of a daughter of Athena and son of Poseidon being in a loving relationship seemed to be in the realm of impossible to said gods. Poseidon made it quite clear that he didn't want Annabeth 'desecrating' Percy with her Athenian perversions. Meanwhile, Athena just hated Percy's guts.


"So, I'm guessing you're not down for round 2." Percy said as he sat next to her at the end of the docks.


"I'm too sore, Percy." She said.


"More or less than our first time?" He asked.


Annabeth shrugged, she'd been sore for days after their first time. This was similar but it didn't hurt as much.


"Well, if you're not down, we don't have to." He said, giving her a reassuring smile.


Annabeth always liked that about Percy. If he knew she was firmly against having sex, he wouldn't coerce her, instead he gave her time.


"You know, I think we forgot something after we beat Gaea." He said.


Annabeth looked over at him, "What?"


She felt Percy place his hand on the small of her back. She narrowed her eyes at him, what was he trying to get at?


She found out when he pushed her forward, so she fell into the canoe lake. Annabeth let out a shriek as she fell feet-first into the water and sank beneath the waters. The usually calm lake waters were now rippling as she disappeared.


Annabeth looked up, the water made her vision blurry but all she could see was Percy jump into the water after her. She tried to punch him when he sank down next to her but of course, the water made her punch seem like she just tapped him.


Percy formed an air bubble around them. Annabeth grabbed his shirt as she sputtered and coughed. Her blonde hair was soaked and stuck to her face. Her orange shirt was dark thanks to being drenched. Her gray eyes blazed with rage as she glared at him.


"A little warning would've been nice, Seaweed Brain!"


Percy grinned at her, "What's the fun in that?"


Annabeth was breathing heavily while she looked him in the eyes, he had that annoying smirk on again, she couldn't stay mad at him for long.


"Remember last time?" He asked quietly, his smile growing wider.


"You're an idiot." She smiled while wrapping her arms around his neck.


This underwater kiss might not have beaten the first one, but it was pretty damn close.
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The First Time


8 months ago


"Hey, Percy, can we talk?" Annabeth asked him as he walked out of the arena.


Percy looked over at her. He'd been enjoying their relationship over the past month or so, they still fought but their fights were significantly rarer and often times instead of storming away from one another, their fights ended in heated make out sessions.


He smiled at her, "What's up?" He couldn't help leaning in and kissing her cheek.


"Listen, can we talk somewhere a little more private?" She asked.


Percy looked her up and down, he couldn't help but feel something was off, her tone didn't put him at ease. She didn't look like there was anything wrong with her.


"Uh, sure." He said, "Where do you wanna go?"


Annabeth shifted nervously, "There shouldn't be anyone at Zeus's fist. We can talk there."


Percy shrugged and motioned for her to lead the way. He wasn't sure what she wanted to talk about that they needed to go to Zeus's fist to talk about it, but he wasn't about to duck her, if something was bothering her, then he wanted to know.


No one seemed to notice either of them walking into the forest. He was certain that they would've looked suspicious to anyone watching. If Chiron saw them, he would definitely stop them for sure.


As they walked towards Zeus's fist, he couldn't help how nervous Annabeth looked. She was looking back at him constantly, she was fidgeting with her dad's ring like she did when she was nervous, and she looked stiff, like she was worried about something. He wanted to tell her not to worry but he needed to figure out what she was worried about first.


When they came to Zeus's fist, they found the place empty, just as Annabeth said. He watched as she looked around them before turning to him.


"We can talk over there." She suggested while pointing to a small grove.


"Alright, let's go." He said.


When they made it into the grove, Percy put a hand on her shoulder and asked, "Annabeth, what's wrong? You're acting weird."


Annabeth stared at him with shy eyes, he'd never seen her this shy around him before. She took a deep breath, "Promise me you won't laugh."


Percy nodded, "Okay."


She sighed, "Well, I had a dream about you."


Percy didn't like the sound of that, demigod dreams were rarely pleasant. Some dreams were utter nonsense, while others were flashes of the future or the past. Maybe she had seen something that scared her or at least disturbed her.


"What was it about?" He asked.


Annabeth didn't meet his eyes, "It's embarrassing."


Percy chuckled, "Annabeth, if it's a nightmare, I promise I won't laugh at you. Seriously, it can't be that bad."


"It's not a nightmare."


Now Percy was confused, if it wasn't a nightmare, what could possibly have her so worked up?


She looked him in the eye and said, "It was a wet dream."


A wave of confusion rushed over Percy's mind, he wasn't sure what she was talking about. He couldn't see what was so wrong with having a dream about him.


He blinked, "What's a wet dream?"


Annabeth stared at him with an expression of disbelief, "What?"


"What's a wet dream? Did you start crying or something?" He asked.


Annabeth turned bright red, like she was about to explode, "Oh my gods. You really don't know?!"


Percy was getting a little impatient, what was so bad about a wet dream that had her acting like this. It was just a dream after all.


Annabeth closed her eyes and took a deep breath before explaining what a wet dream was, "Percy, a wet dream is a dream where you have sex with someone. That someone was you."


Percy's ears felt hot, and he could feel his face turn red. He could see why she was embarrassed about that, he definitely didn't expect that out of her. At the same time, he knew he should've, she was a girl with emotions, even she wasn't exempt from the rules of human emotion.


He looked her up and down, he'd never really looked at Annabeth in that way. Yes, he looked at her and considered her beautiful, but he didn't look at her in a sexual way. If he was being honest, his life was far too stressful and hectic to worry about things like sex, especially when Annabeth was involved.


Yet now he couldn't deny that she was attractive enough to make a good partner. Her body was still going through puberty since she was sixteen after all, but she was further along than he was, she was older than him by a few months.


"I, uh, okay." He said while rubbing the back of his neck with a sheepish expression, "So, did you like it?"


Annabeth's shy expression turned angry real quick, "That's not the point, Percy!"


So, she did like it! Percy's ego shot through the roof.


"Then what is?" He asked, "I mean, it was just a dream, it's not like actually did it."


"But that's just it, I kind of want to do that." She said with pink cheeks, "I wanted to talk to you about it to make sure that you're okay with it."


Percy couldn't help but feel like their roles were in reverse, he always thought he'd be the one trying to talk her into having sex, not the other way around. He never really thought about the idea of Annabeth actually wanting sex, especially with her mother being a virgin after all.


"Aren't we a bit too young?" He asked, "I mean, we're only sixteen."


"Percy, we're both the same age." She said, "Plus, some countries in Europe have their age of consent set way below eighteen, we'll be fine. If you think people our age aren't fucking around when they can, then you really are a Seaweed Brain."


Percy wasn't even going to lie, he knew sixteen-year-olds had sex. He'd heard a bunch of guys at Goode bragging about losing their virginities or scoring with attractive girls. He had the opportunity to lose his virginity with some girls at Goode, but he never really cared about sex because he was more worried about the war with Kronos.


"Annabeth, if you really want this, then I'm down." He said, "But I want to make sure you think about it, first. You realize I can get you pregnant, right?"


Annabeth looked down, "Yeah, I know."


"And you still want this?!" He nearly exclaimed. He didn't think Annabeth would want to take that risk.


"Well, maybe if I sacrifice something to Aphrodite later tonight, we can do it." She said.


"Fine. I'll see if I can find some condoms or something." He said, he wasn't about to leave something like this in the hands of Aphrodite, she might do the complete opposite if she found their situation entertaining enough.


"Okay, I'll meet you at your cabin later tonight." She said, "My cabin is too busy to do this type of thing."


Ω


Percy was frustrated as he stormed into his cabin. Dinner had ended just a few minutes ago and he wasn't able to get any condoms, no matter who he asked. Annabeth kept staring at him the whole time and he couldn't have been any more nervous than he was now.


It wasn't that he didn't want to have sex with Annabeth, he did, but he didn't want to get her pregnant, and considering they were two healthy people who were madly in love with each other, the chances of that happening were quite high.


As he sat down on his bunk, he sighed. He was going to have to hope that Aphrodite didn't decide to make him more fertile than he already was.


It wasn't like he had asked only one person for condoms either. He'd asked Travis Stoll, who laughed at him and told him that the Aphrodite cabin had that type of thing. When he went to the Aphrodite cabin, he was dismayed to find that they were fresh out of condoms, he didn't bother sticking around after that because Drew was trying to convince him that she could teach him a thing or two about pulling out.


Percy liked to think that he would be able to pull out of Annabeth before orgasming, but he also knew these were his thoughts before sex. He had no idea what he would do once he was actually buried inside Annabeth.


He walked around to each window, making sure they were closed before pulling the curtains shut. He knew everyone was supposed to attend the bonfire and the last thing he wanted was for anyone to see or hear him and Annabeth. Even if they didn't get in trouble, everyone at camp would never let them live it down.


A knock at the door caused Percy's heart to start doing jumping jacks. He knew who it was, and he was both excited and terrified. He shuffled to the door and opened it, finding Annabeth waiting on the other side.


He let out a breath in awe at Annabeth, she had clearly gotten ready for the occasion. He could tell she had just showered because he could smell her shampoo. Her blonde hair was messy and flowed down over her shoulders like water. She wasn't wearing any makeup, but he didn't really care, she looked good without it.


"Hey." He said with a nervous voice.


Annabeth smiled, "Hey. You gonna let me in?"


He nodded and moved aside. Annabeth winked at him as she walked in. He shut the door behind her, his hand shaking as he locked the door. When he turned, he found Annabeth staring at him with a raised eyebrow.


"Are you nervous?" She asked.


"Kind of, yeah."


Annabeth let out a chuckle and walked over to him. She kissed him, "Don't be nervous, you'll do just fine."


Percy let her take his hand. She led him towards his bunk, he noticed she was swaying her hips, he could only guess she was trying to get him into the mood. The funny thing was, it was working, he could feel himself hardening.


Annabeth turned to him when they reached his bed. She wore a sultry smile, one that he hadn't seen on her before.


"So, how are we going to do this?" He asked.


"Well, if you get undressed and lay down, I'll do the rest of the work." She said.


Percy did as she told him to and got undressed completely. He wasn't insecure about his body but for some reason, he felt exposed in front of Annabeth. She looked him up and down, her eyes lingering on his erection. He could tell she was impressed.


She reached out and rubbed his length, "I didn't think you were this big."


"Is it going to be a problem?" He asked.


"Let's find out." She grabbed him and threw him onto his bunk.


His back slammed against his bunk, a grunt escaping his mouth from being thrown. When he was able to sit up, he was able to find Annabeth pulling her panties off her body before she climbed onto the bed with him. He was just able to lay down when she straddled him, her knees digging into the mattress on either side of him.


He couldn't help but admire Annabeth's body as she sat on his lap. Her creamy skin had a few scars from training and fights with monsters, but he didn't really care too much about them, it wasn't like she wanted them. He looked her up and down, he eyed the small birthmark she had on her right breast along with a small scar from where she took a knife for him during the battle for Manhattan. She looked perfect to him.


He looked up at her with questioning eyes, he wasn't in control in this position.


She stared down at him, "Are you ready?"


"Yeah, are you?"


She didn't respond with words, instead, she reached down and grasped his cock in her hand before aiming it at her entrance. He watched with bated breath as she guided him towards her folds, eventually rising up on her knees and slowly sinking down onto him. Annabeth's eyes widened and her mouth gaped open as she slowly took him in.


When his cock met resistance, he looked up at her. She smiled down at him and nodded. He thrusted up into her. The warmth and tightness that surrounded his length made him wince with pleasure, he'd never felt anything that good before. Annabeth's loud moan echoed through the cabin.


He hoped she didn't start bleeding, he'd heard of such a thing happening when girls lost their virginities, and frankly, it freaked him out. Yet when he looked down at his length as she rose up, he didn't see any blood.


"Are you okay?" He asked her.


"I'm fine." She panted as she started slowly rising up and down on his length.


Percy watched as she slowly increased her pace, her face morphing from pain and confusion to bliss and pleasure. He wanted to grab her hips or her ass but every time he got bold enough to try it, he retracted his hands out of fear that it would ruin the moment. He wasn't sure if she noticed since she had her head tilted back with her eyes closed while she moaned to the ceiling.


It wasn't until a couple minutes later when she reached down and grabbed his hands before placing them on her breasts. His eyes widened as he felt how soft her boobs actually were. They weren't overwhelmingly huge, but they weren't exactly small either. He knew they'd definitely get bigger when she got older and he kind of dreaded that since he knew plenty of guys would be staring at her chest. He shook the thought from his mind and ran his thumbs over her hardened nipples.


"Touch me." She breathed, "Don't be shy."


That was all Percy needed to hear. He ran his hands along her side before reaching behind her and grabbing handfuls of her ass. He couldn't help but squeeze her ass, which evidently, she liked since she let out a loud moan when he squeezed her.


Annabeth quickly started rising up and slamming herself down on top of him. He let out occasional grunts thanks to how rough she was being. By now, Annabeth was moaning loud enough that he was certain someone had to have heard them by now. He never took her for the loud type during sex, he always thought she was the kind of girl to be quiet and reserved.


The sound of Annabeth's ass smacking against his thighs was loud enough that it sounded more like someone was slowly clapping their hands. Her boobs jumped up and down in his face. He could feel her tightening around him then releasing him, he wasn't sure if it was just him, but he swore she got wetter too. By now, Annabeth was sweating enough to the point that her soap and shampoo scents were more than noticeable.


Annabeth placed her hands on his shoulders and steadied herself before starting to slam against him like her life depended on it. Percy held onto her hips for dear life, she was going to fuck him off the bed if he wasn't careful.


"I think I'm going to cum." Annabeth gasped as she kept her bouncing up.


Percy gritted his teeth, he was close too, but he didn't want to go before Annabeth. Each time she slammed down on him made him want to burst but he controlled himself. He heard his bunk slamming against the wall thanks to their pace and roughness.


"Annabeth, we're going to break the bed." He warned.


Annabeth moaned in response before humping him in a desperate way. He knew she was closer than him since her moans grew louder and higher in pitch, her face went from pink to red, though he wasn't sure if it was because she was about to cum or because she was embarrassed with the noises she was making.


Percy could only watch as she rose up and slammed herself down onto him for the last time. He felt her tighten around him to the point that he wasn't sure he could pull out even if he wanted to. He knew what this tightness meant however: Annabeth was cumming. He didn't need to feel her squeezing him to know that though, he could tell she was cumming thanks to her shouts of pleasure and how her body seemed to tremble on top of him.


"Fuck, I'm about to cum." Percy groaned, "Annabeth—"


A knock at the door caused both of them to stop right where they were. Annabeth ceased her riding and looked at the door with a deer in the headlights look. His cock jumped inside her, but he was far too anxious now to bust a nut.


"Percy?" Tyson's voice called from the other side of the door.


"What the fuck is he doing here?" Annabeth hissed. She climbed off of him and started getting dressed. She threw Percy his clothes before making her way to the back of the cabin. She opened a window and turned to him.


When Percy got dressed, he jogged over to her and whispered, "I'll see what he wants, then I'll come and get you so we can finish."


"Fine." She huffed before climbing out the window.


Percy sighed and shut the window. He was frustrated, he had a serious case of blue balls, and he couldn't help but miss the feeling of being inside Annabeth. Regardless, he steeled himself and walked over to the door.


When he opened it, he was met by Tyson, who was smiling at him.


"Brother!" The Cyclops bellowed, wrapping Percy into a hug that would make even a god beg for mercy.


"Hey, big guy." Percy choked out, "Ouch! Watch the ribs!"


Tyson pulled back, "Sorry. Father sent me here, he told me the barracks need renovating."


Of course, the one night that Percy actually wanted to be alone, his dad sends his half-brother to the cabin. He sighed and moved aside so Tyson could walk in. He had a blue duffle bag slung over his shoulder as he shuffled into the cabin.


"I'm tired, I'm going to sleep." Tyson said, "We can hang out tomorrow."


Percy nodded, "I'm going for a walk, I'll be back later."


"Have a good walk, brother!" Tyson called as he walked away.


Percy shut the door behind him and sighed, he had no idea where Annabeth was, but he needed to find her. They couldn't end things like this. He walked off the porch of his cabin and walked around camp, making sure to not look suspicious at all. There were still people at the bonfire.


When he found Annabeth, she was waiting at the entrance to the forest.


"Sorry about that." Percy said as he walked up to her.


"It wasn't your fault. Now come on, let's finish." She said, leading him deeper into the woods.


Percy wasn't sure where she was leading him but eventually, they came to a small clearing in the forest. The moonlight barely provided enough light for them to see each other and everything around them. He watched as Annabeth started stripping. She kept her sneakers on but had stripped off everything else. Percy followed her lead.


Once Percy was hard enough, which didn't take long, he rushed Annabeth and picked her up. He put her back against a nearby tree and started grinding against her. He grunted out of pure desperation and lust, if he didn't cum soon, he was going to lose his mind. Eventually, Annabeth slipped him in.


Both demigods let out relieved groans as Percy was once again inside Annabeth. He grimaced as he started moving his hips, slowly at first so he could feel her warmth. Her panting grew faster and louder as she looked between them and watched his cock go in and out of her.


When Annabeth looked up at him, their eyes locked. He could see she was fully into what they were doing to one another. He leaned in and kissed her, their lips locking together. The smacking sounds of their kissing filled the forest, along with the slapping of skin against skin and their moans.


"That feels so good." Annabeth groaned as she tilted her head back. Percy quickly started nipping at her neck, enjoying the feeling of her wrapping her legs tighter around him.


"I'm glad you like it." He smirked while thrusting into her.


"Do you like this?" She asked, looking him in the eyes.


"Of course, I could spend all day fucking you." He said with a cocky smile."


"Then fuck me."


Percy knew he could keep going in their current position, but he couldn't fuck her as hard as he wanted. He unwrapped her legs from around him. Annabeth wore a confused expression as he let her down. Once she was down, he spun her around and bent her over, he watched as she grasped the tree. He pulled her hips back and admired her ass, it looked just as good as it felt. He ran his hands along her ass, squeezing the soft flesh before slapping her left cheek, leaving a red handprint.


"So rough." She said in a sultry voice.


Percy knew she liked rough. He aimed himself at her lips before ramming into her. His hips smacked against her ass, creating a loud slap. He gripped her hips and started fucking into her as hard and fast as he could. The smacking was sure to alert anyone nearby but not as much as Annabeth's moans.


"You like this, Wise Girl?" He asked.


Annabeth looked over her shoulder, "Shut up and fuck me."


Percy grunted and kept going. He plunged in and out of her, squelching noises came from in between her thighs. He could feel her juices running down his shaft each time he went as deep as he could. His cock was becoming more drenched each time.


"I'm going to cum, Annabeth." Percy warned her.


"Inside. Do it inside me." She said.


Percy wore a pained smile as he went faster. His hands went to her shoulders to allow him to fuck her even harder. He shoved himself as deep as he could, loud hard smacking sounds coming from her ass as he did so.


"You ready?" He asked.


"Yes." She moaned.


"Take it!" He yelled, fully sheathing himself inside her.


When Percy came, it felt like someone had struck him with a lightning bolt. He imagined it was the same for Annabeth since her body spasmed while he filled her up. He groaned as she shot globs of his cum into her pussy, a good portion of it filling up her fertile womb. His vision pulsed, he nearly passed out from how good it felt to be cumming inside Annabeth.


"Oh my gods!" Annabeth cried out.


Percy pulled out of her with a tired sigh, nearly falling over as he did so. He looked over to find her still bent over, his cum now dripping freely from her widened pussy.


She turned to him, "You did really good. We'll have to do this more often."


Percy couldn't help but look forward to their next few times.


Sparring gone right
Sparring gone right


Percy absolutely loved sparring with Annabeth, it was one thing he missed when he was in New Rome after getting his memory back. Sure, he could spar with anyone he wanted but no one could fight him like Annabeth could.


Annabeth was vicious during sparring matches, she had a reputation for not giving up even when she was the one on the ropes. Percy liked that about her, it made his victories all the more sweeter.


Percy grinned across the arena at Annabeth, who was standing across from him with a new dagger she'd gotten from her mother. Apparently, she'd asked Athena for a new dagger since she lost her old one in Tartarus. He knew she had a bone sword but at the end of the day, Annabeth would be more comfortable with using a dagger, that was her preferred weapon.


The arena was empty save for them, the dim torchlight barely illuminated their figures. The starry sky and full moon provided enough light for each demigod to see the other. The sound of demigods chatting at the bonfire could be heard but they were distant.


Yep, Percy and Annabeth were sparring at night. This wasn't a common occurrence, but after a rather tense argument in the afternoon hours, this was the only other way for them to settle their dispute. Sure, they could've screamed at each other until they were tired and hoarse, or had rough sex that would've made Aphrodite squeal, but this was easily the most productive way for them to take out their aggression in a healthy way.


"You know, I might go easy on you, I wouldn't want you to hurt yourself with your shiny new knife." He taunted.


"You're asking to die." Annabeth sneered at him, "You and I both know I'm going to win here, it's just a matter of when that happens."


"In your dreams." Percy laughed.


Annabeth sprinted at him, he was always impressed by how fast she could run in flip-flops. He barely dodged her attack, her knife missed him by inches. He felt the air whoosh past him as she tried to slice at him.


"Missed me!" Percy taunted, dodging yet another angry strike from Annabeth.


"How about you quiet being a coward and fight back!" Annabeth exclaimed.


Percy smiled but his eyes told a different story. He hated being called a coward, especially after what she'd said when they were on cabin inspection that one time. He'd made it a point to show anyone who called him a coward how wrong they were, even Annabeth.


He struck out at her. Annabeth yelped, bringing her knife up just in time to catch his blade. Their blades locked together as each demigod stared into each other's eyes. Their eyes were filled with competitive gleams.


Annabeth broke the deadlock and moved in closer, which was the right move. Percy would've complimented her if he wasn't so focused on trying to make her lose. He created more distance between them, she had the shorter blade so he needed more distance in order to use his sword's longer reach to its full potential.


The last thing he expected was for Annabeth to suddenly stop and just smile. He paused right where he was, this was new. Annabeth rarely stopped, especially when she was angry.


"Something wrong, Annabeth?" He asked out of genuine concern for his girlfriend.


"Oh, I don't know. My shirt kind of itches." She said with a malevolent tone.


Percy narrowed his eyes at her, she was doing something, he just didn't know what. His eyes widened when she reached down and pulled her shirt over her head, dropping it off to the side.


"Are you crazy?" He hissed, "Put your shirt back on! Someone might see!"


Annabeth strutted towards him, "Percy, look at the bonfire."


He looked away from her and at the bonfire. He wasn't sure why she told him to do that when the bonfire was still lit. In fact, it only reaffirmed his notion that she should really put her shirt back on since there were a dozen campers still at the bonfire.


"I don't—" He got the wind knocked out of him when Annabeth suddenly tackled him. His sword flew out of his hands and skittered across the arena floor.


Annabeth quickly straddled him and used her weight to keep him pinned. Percy could lift Annabeth, he could bench 150 pounds easily which was around her weight. He knew because he'd asked her so he could make workouts revolving around pulling that kind of weight up.


Yet one look at Annabeth's face was enough to tell him that any attempt to move her would be futile and would be met with retaliation from the hot blonde bombshell currently on top of him. His eyes drifted from her eyes to her breasts, which were barely held back by a dark blue bra. He still remembered when they were nowhere near as big.


"I think it's safe to say, I won." She said, "You know what that means, right, Percy?"


"That you won the argument?" He suggested.


Annabeth smiled, "That, and now I get to do whatever I want to you."


"Hey," He said in a warning tone, "We never talked about this."


She leaned down and kissed him, giving him a long and lewd kiss before pulling back. "We can talk about it now." She whispered with a seductive voice.


Percy stared up at her with an apprehensive look, "Fine, what do you want?"


Annabeth gave him a blinding smile, "Well, I'll just show you."


Percy knew what was coming next when she reached down and started yanking his shirt off. Once she got it off, she threw it somewhere behind her to join her own discarded shirt. Instead of reaching down for his pants, she pressed her hands against his chest and started rubbing his muscles, going from his biceps to his abs.


"Someone's been working out." She whistled.


Percy reached up to take her bra off, but she grabbed his hands before he could. "Fuck, come on, Annabeth!" He said in a strained voice.


"No, you lost. You're going to take whatever I give you." She said strictly.


Percy let out an irritated huff before letting his hands drop to his sides. He watched as she got to work on his belt. A minute later, his pants, belt, and boxers were thrown behind Annabeth. She licked her lips at the sight of his dick, which at this point was growing larger by the second.


He watched as she got up and kicked off her flip flops before pulling her shorts and panties down at the same time. He was about to ask her what she was doing when she straddled him again, but this time she was hovering over his face. He stared up at her moist lips, he really should've expected this.


"You better not bite me down there." Annabeth threatened him. She lowered her pussy onto his face.


Naturally, he did what any loyal boyfriend would've done. He started licking. Annabeth had a unique taste to him, he'd heard bad things in the mortal world about eating girls out but it must've been different for demigods because the only thing he could think of was how much she tasted like vanilla.


"That's good." Annabeth sighed, "Keep going."


Percy looked up at her before continuing his work. He probed her clit a few times, drawing low moans from the daughter of Athena, before going back to licking her folds.


Annabeth must've really liked what he was doing because a few minutes later, she started grinding against his face. It was times like this where he was glad, he couldn't drown because he continued licking at her increasingly wet pussy.


As Percy licked at her, he couldn't help but think of how risky this whole thing was. Anyone at the bonfire could walk over and probably see Annabeth riding his face. He knew rumors, especially rumors about sex, spread like wildfire at camp. He never forgot the time when Silena and Charlie were caught in the same cabin alone together, they hadn't done anything, but the damage was already done, the rumor was out there. He hated to imagine the fallout if someone saw what they were doing now.


It wasn't like there weren't already rumors floating around about him and Annabeth. There were rumors that they fucked in the stables the night before Frank caught them, which technically wasn't a rumor, but he wasn't going to say that. Then there were blatantly untrue rumors, like the rumor that she'd given him a blowjob in the Labyrinth after they split from Grover and Tyson. He knew that was false, he would've remembered something like that.


"Percy." She gasped, "I'm about to cum."


Percy grabbed her hips and increased his licking. He wanted to taste the nectar in between those thick thighs that were smooshing his head. He could tell she was close from her breathing, which was growing faster and louder. Eventually, she shoved her pussy against his face while he sucked as much as he could out of her. Annabeth let out a satisfied laugh before getting off of him.


Annabeth sat next to him, a smile on her red face, "That was nice."


Percy sat up next to her and rubbed his jaw, "Did you have to ride my face that hard? My jaw hurts."


Annabeth laughed, "Sorry, it just felt too good. I can make it up to you."


Percy nodded, he wanted to know what else she had in store for him. She got up and grabbed his hand before pulling him to a nearby pillar. She shoved his back against the pillar, which hurt a little.


"Sit down for me." She cooed in a seductive voice.


Percy did so and sat down. Annabeth smiled at his obedience before sinking to her knees and sitting on his lap. He smiled when she reached behind her and unclasped her bra. Her bra slid off her body, freeing her breasts. He licked at her nipples, which hardened thanks to the cool night air.


Annabeth looked over at the bonfire, "We're going to have to be careful if we're going to fuck."


Percy shivered when she grabbed his cock and shifted around before she sank down on top of him. Both demigods let out groans as Annabeth continued sinking before finally reaching the base of his dick.


"Annabeth." He whimpered, "You're so tight."


She smirked at him, "You like it that way."


She was right but he couldn't help but feel like the tight vice wrapping around him was about to crush him. She wrapped her arms around his neck before rising up on her knees before sinking down on top of him again. The warm wet tightness wrapped around him was one familiar to him.


Percy hugged Annabeth while burying his face into her shoulder. She continued rising and falling on him. She buried her left hand in his hair while she gasped into his ear. The smell of sex filled the air, along with the soft moans and groans of the two demigods.


"Do you like when I ride you?" Annabeth asked in a panting voice after she pulled back.


"Yes." He nodded.


Annabeth grinned. He couldn't help but think she could rival Aphrodite in that moment. She rolled her hips, sending shocks of pleasure through his body. His cock probed her walls, moving in and out at various angles, hitting spots that made Annabeth moan his name. He'd even managed to make her squirt even though he was letting her control the pace.


"Annabeth!" He said through gritted teeth, "You're going to make me—"


"Make you do that?" Annabeth asked, "You're about to cum for me?"


"Fuck." He said through a strained voice.


Annabeth didn't say anything as she started to take off. She bounced up and down, creating loud slapping noises coming from between them. Her ass cheeks slammed against his thighs. Her boobs jumped up and down.


Her bouncing sped up his orgasm to the point that he couldn't control it. He wrapped his arms around her waist and held her still as he thrusted up into her. He let out a groan that was silenced by Annabeth kissing him. The next thing he knew, he was spewing his seeds inside her.


"Yes!" Annabeth pulled her head back and exclaimed.


Percy grunted when he finally finished. His head tilted to the side as he let out tired breaths. Annabeth laid her head on his chest, his dick still trapped inside her. He looked over at the bonfire, but no one seemed to notice them or what they had done.


"We should get dressed." He panted.


Annabeth nodded, "Five more minutes."


Dates and Passion
Dates and Passion


Percy sighed as he stood in front of his bathroom mirror. A bottle of Gillette shaving cream sat next to his sink, his razor laid on the other side of the sink. He stared at himself as half his face was covered in the white foamy substance.


The cool air flowed over his wet skin, giving him goosebumps up and down his body. Technically, he could dry himself off if he wanted to, but he wasn't going to do that until he was done shaving. He was already done showering, so he didn't have to worry about being naked in the cold bathroom, the towel he wore around his body was for comfort only, not because he needed to be dried off.


As Percy started shaving, he couldn't help but wonder why cabin three's bathroom had to be so cold. The rest of the cabin was room temperature, maybe a little bit colder, but the bathroom was like a freezer.


Stroke by stroke, Percy slowly shaved off his facial hair. His stepdad, Paul, had shown him the basics of shaving. Ever since then, he'd been shaving almost daily. Percy hated the feeling of facial hair, it was rough and prickly and very uncomfortable. He knew he could pull the look off, but he preferred being clean-shaven, it made him look younger and in some opinions of the girls around camp, hotter.


Yet he wasn't shaving for the other girls, he was shaving because he had a date with Annabeth. Annabeth made it known that she preferred him without facial hair, apparently, she liked being able to kiss and nip at his jaw without getting a mouthful of hair in the process.


When Percy was done in the bathroom, he strolled out into his cabin. He walked over to his bunk, where his outfit for the day was waiting for him. A plaid green button-up shirt waited for him, next to a pair of blue jeans. He wasn't going to wear anything too fancy like a suit, today was supposed to be a casual date, not some formal event.


As he finished buttoning up his shirt, he glanced at the comb on his nightstand. When the Aphrodite cabin had found out that he was going on a date with Annabeth, they'd tried to set everything up down to the most miniscule detail. Piper had insisted that he combed his hair, but he decided against it, for some reason, Annabeth liked it when his hair was messy. He did let Piper give him a haircut, thankfully she didn't cut too much off.


Percy walked out of his cabin after placing his wallet in his pocket. He didn't bother with doing the same with Riptide since he knew it would appear in his pocket the second, he left his cabin.


He smiled as soon as he was outside of his cabin, the weather was perfect for a date. There wasn't a rain cloud in sight, which meant he and Annabeth didn't have to worry about getting rained on, unless Zeus decided to be a dick, which wasn't out of the realm of possibilities.


He made his way to cabin six and knocked on the front door, glancing nervously up at the owl above the doorway. He knew Athena still didn't like him, he didn't expect that to change anytime soon.


A few minutes later, Annabeth came out of the cabin. He stared at her as she walked towards him. She was utterly beautiful. She wore a simple camp shirt and a black skirt, finishing off with her black and white Converses. Her hair was tied in a loose ponytail. If he had a camera, he would've been snapping a photo album's worth of pictures.


"Well, hello, Percy." She said with an impressed look, "You look really good in plaid."


"You think I look good in everything." He half-joked. He never forgot the time Annabeth had shoved him into a business suit just to see what he'd look like. Not even ten minutes later, she ended up ripping everything off of him before jumping him right then and there.


"You're one to talk." Annabeth scoffed, "You tried to fuck me before my night out with Piper just because I was wearing a red dress."


Percy chuckled and moved closer to her, leaning in to whisper into her ear, "If you saw how you looked from my point of view, you'd get it."


Annabeth's breath caught a little before she got her wits back, "Come on, let's get going, you horny weirdo."


Percy let her drag him to the stables, it was his idea that they take a pegasus into the city. For one, they'd get a great view, and two, they'd beat the traffic.


Just before they reached the stables, they were stopped by Drew, who happened to be on her way back from the arts and crafts building.


"Hello, lovebirds!" She called.


"What does she want?" Annabeth grumbled under her breath.


Drew stopped in front of him, well, it was more like she stopped in front of Percy. She eyed him up and down, he didn't like the look in her eyes, it was like she wanted to eat him or something. He'd been around camp long enough to know she was bad news, he'd heard of that rite of passage shit she'd been pushing.


"You look great, Perce!" She said in a bubbly voice before she turned to Annabeth, "And you too, Annabeth! When are you going to let us give you a makeover?"


"I don't need a makeover." Annabeth answered.


"Nonsense!" Drew dismissed, "If you let us give you a makeover, you'd be knocking Percy dead."


"Thanks, but no thanks."


"Hey, uh, Drew, if you don't mind, but we have somewhere to be." Percy interjected as politely as he could.


"Oh, don't let me hold you." Drew said, moving aside, "But be careful where you guys go."


"Huh?" Both demigods turned to look at her.


Drew stared at them, "You don't know?"


"Don't know what?" Annabeth asked.


"There's been a 50% increase in people trying to roofie other people." She said, "It's happening to both guys and girls."


"We're not going to a bar, Drew." Annabeth said.


"Just saying." Drew admitted, "Good luck on your date."


Ω


The last thing Percy expected on this date was for him and Annabeth to be locking lips in the back of a random movie theater. They had touched down near Central Park and were in the middle of discussing their plan when an empousa decided that was the opportune moment to introduce herself. Needless to say, both demigods were not pleased.


After killing the monster, more showed up. Rather than fight them all, they ended up making a run for it. In a way, it was kind of fun for Percy and he knew Annabeth was having a bit of fun with it too since she was laughing a couple of times. They watched as monsters careened into dumpsters or slammed into one another trying to catch up to them.


When they were younger, maybe they would've taken the situation a little more seriously, but after Tartarus, this was nothing. If they really wanted to, they could easily turn around and slice the pursuing monsters to bits.


Eventually, they got tired of running and just decided to hide in a nearby movie theater, which was packed with mortals. The smell of so many mortals in one place mixed with popcorn and soda would make finding them a difficult task.


If there was one thing Percy wished he had done differently, it would've been that he should've looked at the movie they were buying tickets to. He and Annabeth were so desperate they practically threw money at the person in the kiosk just so they could hide in the theater. Well, turns out the movie they had so enthusiastically paid for happened to be Fifty Shades of Grey.


Percy and Annabeth both blushed when they looked at the screen, only to see two actors getting it on. Percy glanced over at her, only to see her doing the same with an embarrassed look.


"Eh, we've done worse." He whispered.


"Percy!" She hissed, "We're in public!"


"Annabeth, there's literally no one in here." He said, making a big show of getting up and spinning around before sitting down.


Annabeth looked around them and found that he was wrong. The auditorium was pretty empty, save for a couple at the very front.


Percy tried to watch the movie, he really did, but this movie was so clearly just soft-core porn that he couldn't take it seriously. He would've much rather watched Fast and Furious or Star Wars, not this.


He looked over to see Annabeth was a little invested in the movie. She was actually watching it, but he could see her dissecting the entire thing with her mind. She had a signature look when it came to analyzing something. Her eyebrows would scrunch together, her eyes would narrow, and she'd purse her lip.


"Don't tell me you're actually watching this." He said in disbelief.


"Hush!" She silenced him.


He couldn't help but laugh. The idea that Annabeth, the daughter of Athena who ridiculed the Aphrodite cabin for all their sex talk, would actually want to watch a movie that was literally meant to be erotic, was ironic to him.


After a few minutes or so, he noticed she started blushing furiously. She squirmed a little bit in her seat. He had an idea of what was happening, but he needed to confirm it first.


"Annabeth." He said, getting her attention.


She looked at him, "Yeah?" Her voice was breathless.


"Are you actually getting horny from this?" He asked.


"No!" She denied, but he knew that look on her face. She was one hundred percent in horny mode.


Percy laughed, "You totally are!"


Annabeth slapping his arm was all he needed to know that he was right. Yet he wasn't going to mercilessly tease her, he too had felt the pain of being incredibly horny and not being able to do anything about it.


"We can watch a different movie if you want." He offered, "I mean, I think I saw Interstellar down the hall."


"That would be nice." She said.


Ω


"I can't believe you actually got horny from that!" Percy wheezed before roaring with laughter as they walked down the sidewalk.


"Shut up!" Annabeth slapped his arm, "Leave it to a Seaweed Brain like you to not understand erotic art!"


Percy grinned at her, "By 'erotic art' do you mean softcore porn?"


Annabeth grumbled something about him being a moron, but he didn't care. This was just too funny to him.


He practically skipped down the sidewalk while singing, "Wait until Jason hears about this."


Annabeth grabbed the back of his shirt and not so gently put him against the brick wall of some random building. Her eyes blazed with anger that could only come from a girl who had a reputation to defend.


"You are not telling anyone that we watched Fifty Shades of Grey." She growled.


"Hey, you told everyone that I still watch Finding Nemo." He said, "I'm only making things fair."


"You're a son of Poseidon, everyone expects you to watch that!" She exclaimed.


Percy grinned at her, he was going straight to cabin one once they got back and he was going to spill everything he learned to Jason, who would then spill to Piper, who would then harass Annabeth constantly for her opinion.


"I'm serious, Percy, don't tell anyone." She said.


He sighed, "Fine."


She let go of him and started walking.


"What's in it for me?" He asked to her back.


She turned to face him, "What?"


"What do I get out of not telling anyone?" He asked with a growing smile.


She marched up to him and got close enough to the point that they were basically kissing, "You'll get to keep your fingers, that's what you'll get."


"Actually, I'm just going to go message Jason right now!" He said, taking off in the opposite direction.


"Oh no you don't!" She shouted.


Percy couldn't help but cackle as he ran down the sidewalk, dodging angry pedestrians and old people yelling at him to slow down. He wasn't about to slow down when Annabeth was chasing after him. Being chased by her was exciting, he knew she wouldn't give up.


His feet pounded against the concrete as he made a sharp turn and sprinted down the sidewalk, Annabeth not far behind him.


He wasn't actually planning on messaging Jason, this was just his idea of fun, and also his way of leading her to their next destination.


After a few twists and turns, a couple of turns went down the wrong streets, he found their destination. They had arrived in a somewhat dignified way, Percy had accidentally crashed into some dude trying to take their trash out and Annabeth had gotten into a fight with a group of college girls. Nonetheless, they both managed to make it.


Percy and Annabeth were breathing heavily as they stood in front of the pizza shop that Percy had found during the school year. Annabeth looked up at the store before looking at him, "You planned this?"


He smiled, "Maybe."


She shook her head, "We need to stop running, that's been half of our date."


Percy was inclined to agree with her, his legs were getting sore from running so much.


He led her into the store, which was decently packed. The shop wasn't that big, but to Percy, that's what made it amazing. The shop may have been small, but the pizza was some of the best he'd ever had. Even Jason had to agree when he took him here to prove that the pizza was worth killing a few monsters over.


He found a spot in the corner of the shop and sat down. Rather than sitting across from him, Annabeth scooted in next to him in the booth.


"So, what are you going to get?" She asked.


"The pepperoni pizza here is fucking amazing, trust me." He said, "Jason likes their Hawaiian pizza. I nearly smacked him when I found out he liked pineapple on pizza."


"What about anchovies?"


Percy glared at her. She was wearing that smile that meant she knew what she was doing. Ordering seafood in front of him was like ordering seafood in front of Poseidon himself. Both of them never forgot when Poseidon tackled Zeus for ordering a plate of sushi during a camp visit.


"Joking." She said after Percy's prolonged glare.


"I should eat an owl in front of you some day." He grumbled.


"You're actually disgusting." She chuckled, "I'll just share your pizza."


"Okay. I'll go place our order." He said, "Excuse me."


Annabeth let him pass. He made his way to the counter and slid his order to the guy running the place. The pizza place wasn't some big-name franchise, just some guy who decided to open up a pizza shop in the middle of New York. Aside from the pizza being great, Percy liked the guy who ran the place. Vincent was his name, and he happened to be good friends with Percy's stepdad. That meant he pretty much got a 20% discount each time he showed up.


"Percy!" Vincent smiled, "Glad to see you back. Paul told me you've been off studying abroad."


Percy smiled, Paul must've told him that as a front. The truth was, he was in Rome trying to stop the end of the world. He wasn't going to say anything though.


"Yeah, I was in Rome for a bit."


"Rome! Ah, man, beautiful city!" Vincent said with nostalgic eyes, "I grew up near Rome before my family immigrated here, has it changed much at all?"


"I wouldn't know." Percy admitted, "But it's a nice city."


Vincent nodded, "So, where's Paul and Sally at?"


"Oh, they're not here. I'm here with my girlfriend."


Vincent looked over his shoulder, "That blonde over there?"


Percy smiled, "Yeah."


"Lucky guy." Vincent grinned before looking down at the order, "I can get this made in a few minutes." Then he looked up at something. His eyes narrowed and for a second, Percy thought that he did something wrong.


"Is everything okay?" Percy asked.


"You might want to get back to your girl, that guy looks like he's trying to get saucy with her."


Percy turned and sure enough, there was some guy sitting across from Annabeth. Judging from the look on her face, she was entirely uninterested in what he was saying.


"Shit, I'll be right back!" Percy said before hurrying off.


The truth was, he wasn't worried about Annabeth riding off into the sunset with this guy, no, he was more worried about her putting his head through the shop's windows. He knew Annabeth, she was one-hundred percent willing to do that.


"I was just thinking we could go and get something to drink." The guy said, "It's on me, you won't have to pay a dime."


"I'm not interested." Annabeth said, "Now, can you please leave?"


"Ah, come on, don't be like that!"


"Dude, if you want to leave this shop alive tonight, you might want to listen to her." Percy interjected.


"And who are you?"


"Her boyfriend. Trust me, you don't want to get on her bad side." Percy promised him, "Just leave."


The guy looked between him and Annabeth before shrugging and getting up from the booth. He looked Percy up and down, but he must've decided a fight against him would've been very detrimental to his health because he walked off without saying a word.


Annabeth smiled at Percy, "And why wouldn't he leave the shop alive if he got on my bad side?"


"Annabeth, you and I both know that you hate when people don't listen, the last thing I need is for you to throw the guy through a window." Percy said.


Annabeth sighed, "Fine, you're right. I wasn't planning to throw him though. I just wanted to break a finger or two."


"No finger breaking!" He exclaimed.


"Just one!"


"No!"


"You're no fun." She pouted.


There was a moment of silence before Percy said, "Okay, maybe one but I get to break his legs."


Annabeth threw her head back and laughed. Percy couldn't help but laugh with her. The two of them always liked when people tried to get with the other half, it never worked. It was more of a game to see who would lure in the most desperate person. Annabeth had guys try to buy her flowers and limo rides, some guys even tried to her to go home with them. It wasn't like Percy didn't have the same though, he had girls offer to cheat with him on their boyfriends, which he though was insanely disgusting, he always shot them down afterwards.


Percy slid in next to her and put an arm around her shoulder. She instinctively leaned into him.


"I like this." She said with a smile, "We haven't had a date in a long time."


"Not since Paris." He agreed, "Unless you consider Tartarus a date."


She rolled her eyes, "The worst date of all time."


"You're right, like always."


"Now what is that supposed to mean?" She turned to him.


"Nothing, just that you're really smart." He said.


She let out a huff before leaning against him again.


Vincent came walking back to the table with a steaming pepperoni pizza, the smell of the pizza was enough to make Percy swoon. Evidently, Annabeth must've smelled it too because she looked over and saw the pizza coming.


Percy handed Vincent the money for the pizza, "Thanks."


"You're welcome, have a good date!" Vincent said as he walked back to the counter.


Percy watched as Annabeth took the first slice, he didn't even have time to put his wallet back into his pocket before she did that.


"How is your hand not burning right now?" He asked as she handled the pizza.


She gave him a look, "You forget I literally shoved my hands into a river of fire? I can handle a pizza."


The mention of the River Phlegethon put a bad taste in his mouth, that river was spicy yet horrible tasting at the same time. He liked spicy food, but that river tasted like gasoline mixed with ghost peppers.


"This pizza is great, I'm surprised half of camp hasn't raided this place." Annabeth said.


"I mean, you, me, Jason, and a few other people know about it." Percy took another slice from the pizza.


The next few minutes were spent devouring the pizza in silence. Percy never found the silence between him and Annabeth awkward now, maybe before he would've but now, he was fine with it. They were that comfortable with one another.


"That was amazing." Annabeth sighed as she sat back. The empty plate in front of them signified the end of their dinner.


"The pizza or the date?" He asked.


"The pizza, Seaweed Brain, our date isn't over until I say it's over."


Percy always like when Annabeth got all dominating, it was the perfect time for him to act up and get a response.


"Nah, I'm tired. I think I'll crash at my cabin when we get back to camp." He said, making a big show of yawning.


"Has anyone told you that you're a horrible actor, Percy?" She asked, "Because I know you aren't tired."


"And how do you know? We've been running all day." He said.


Annabeth laughed but it wasn't her normal laugh, this one was more of a seductive giggle, "When we get back to camp, I'd love to see you say no to me."


"Is that a challenge?" He asked with a raised eyebrow.


"It won't be much of a challenge for me."


Ω


Percy may have been an idiot, but he was a lucky idiot. He grunted as his back hit the mattress. The nightlight above his bunk was one, revealing Annabeth standing next to his bed with a wide smile on her face.


Both demigods were in cabin three, completely naked as their clothes were discarded the second the door closed. He didn't care that he had made a challenge during dinner, he was far too desperate and horny to try to play mind games with Annabeth.


Evidently, Annabeth was also just as much of a mess as he was since she had quite literally ran to his cabin with him. She'd gotten naked way before he had, it was amazing how quick she was able to strip.


The whole reason Percy was so horny was because she kept whispering in his ear how much she wanted him to fuck her. She used the most seductive voice she could while she talked, and her words were so debauched that even Aphrodite would've been impressed. He never thought he'd hear those words come out of her mouth.


Now here she was, climbing on top of him. Her weight settled on top of him. He watched as she sat on his lap, her gray eyes staring into his green eyes. Her gray eyes were full of lust and maybe a hint of desperation.


He rested his hands on her hips and shifted underneath her. Annabeth reached down and grabbed his dick. She sat up on her knees before aiming his cock at her dripping entrance. He held his breath as he watched her slowly sink down onto him. The tip of his dick slowly parted her lips before disappearing completely.


Both demigods let out relieved and pleasured groans as they settled. Percy always loved it when Annabeth rode him, it never got old watching her sink down onto his length. He stared down at his length that was currently captured by Annabeth.


"Told you that you couldn't say no to me, Percy." She moaned before rising up on her knees and dropping down onto him again.


He grunted as she did so, there really wasn't much he could do with Annabeth on top of him, even if he wanted to give her some sort of witty remark, she was still in control. His hands squeezed her hips, but they could do nothing against her slowly increasing pace.


Annabeth gave him a mischievous look before she started to bounce up and down on him like a mad woman. Their bodies slapped together as the bed shook back and forth. Annabeth threw her head back and moaned to the ceiling as loud as she could. Her breasts jumped up and down in his face. The slapping noise coming from in between their thighs was enough to tell anyone walking by cabin three what was happening.


Sweat ran down Percy's body as he kept up with Annabeth's bouncing. He hissed when she reached down and scratched his chest with her nails, leaving red marks in their wake. She was marking him.


Annabeth slammed herself down and let out a shout as she came on Percy's length. She took Percy's hands off her hips and held onto them as tight as she could. Percy watched as she squeezed her eyes shut while she moaned.


When Annabeth was done, she fell forward and laid her head on his chest. Her breathing was heavy, like she'd ran a marathon. Percy stroked her back, smiling as he did so, making Annabeth cum was something he always enjoyed, and he had a feeling it would never get old.


"Can we switch positions?" She asked, "My legs are tired."


"Sure." Percy flipped them over, Annabeth now lying where he was previously. In the midst of the flip, his cock had slipped out of her, causing Annabeth to sigh in frustration.


He pried her legs open, revealing her wet pussy to him. He gave her a grin before settling in between her legs and rubbing himself up and down her slit. Annabeth let out a whimper as he teased her. Eventually, her whimpers convinced him to just slide into her.


"Gods!" Annabeth moaned while throwing her head back.


Percy wrapped his arms around her thighs before starting to thrust his hips back and forth. The slick squelching sound that came from her pussy was music to his ears, and so were Annabeth's moans.


He looked down at her, his eyes wandering from her stomach to her eyes. Her face scrunched up each time he was fully buried inside her. Her boobs jumped each time he slammed into her.


"Harder, Percy!" She demanded.


Percy grunted and started thrusting faster into her, enjoying her moans as they got louder.


Clap! Clap! Clap!


Percy's hips smacked against Annabeth's ass, creating loud slapping noises as he fulfilled his carnal desires with her. Both demigods stared at one another with lust-filled eyes.


"Kiss me." Annabeth moaned.


Percy leaned down and kissed her, taking in the taste of her lips. They didn't really taste like anything in particular but that wasn't going to stop him from kissing Annabeth so hard that she'd forget her name.


Annabeth moaned into his mouth, her arms wrapped around him. Her nails made angry crimson marks in their wake. He didn't let the pain show as he sloppily kissed her, he let her scratch away. He felt her wrap her legs around him to keep him in, despite the fact that he had no intention of pulling out.


He broke the kiss and gave Annabeth a smile as he continued thrusting into her. She smiled back at him, but her smile was more like a grimace.


He knew she was close, the squelching from her pussy was only getting louder. Her cheeks grew red as she heard the noises. He kissed her cheek and whispered in her ear, "Just relax, Annabeth, go ahead and let go."


Annabeth locked her legs together while wrapping her arms around his neck. He continued thrusting but that was getting harder to do when she was squeezing him like she was trying to strangle him.


Eventually, Annabeth exploded. Her core tightened around his cock while she came. Percy could feel her juices drenching his length while she came. Her eyes grew wide, and her mouth gaped open to release loud pleasure-filled indulgent moans. Her gray eyes were clouded with lazy happiness.


When she finally stopped cumming, she let out tired breaths. Her arms and legs went limp, falling off of Percy and onto the mattress. She slowly looked down in between them to see his dick still buried inside her.


"You're not done." She pointed out before looking up at him.


"I was waiting until you were done." He said, "You want it inside or out?"


He knew what the options were. If she said inside, he'd give her vagina every drop he had. If she said out, he'd pull out and cum wherever she told him to.


"You know I like it inside." She grinned.


Percy nodded and started thrusting into her as hard as he could, his eyes growing more focused as he watched his dick pound in and out of her. His veiny length was coated in her juices but that didn't stop him. His eyebrows furrowed while he worked towards busting his nut.


Annabeth yelled and moaned while he rested her legs on his shoulders. Each grunt he made was accompanied by a hard smack as his thighs slapped against hers. His face wore a painful grimace.


"Fill me up!" She cried out.


With one last thrust, he slammed into her and came. He spewed globs of cum into her waiting pussy. Annabeth let out a satisfied laugh as she felt Percy fill her up. He groaned and tilted his head back, cumming in Annabeth was one of the greatest pleasures he'd ever felt. Each time he came inside her, each time he painted her walls with his semen, it felt like he was creating an unbreakable bond with her.


Both demigods let out relieved groans as they finally finished. Percy let her legs fall before rolling off of her. Annabeth closed her legs and rolled on her side. Percy was drowsy and beyond tired. He crawled up behind Annabeth and spooned her.


"Goodnight, Annabeth." He said tiredly.


Annabeth shifted a little, "Goodnight, Percy."


End Notes
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Summary


The girl whipped around, gripping his wrist in her hand and pressing a small shiny blade to his throat with the other. Annabeth was glaring at him ferociously, her bright grey eyes intimidating and frightening in the darkening light.
"Woah. Good thing I don't have a knife kink or we'd be in deep trouble.”


or...


In which Percabeth feature in a high school AU, where Percy Jackson hides a dark secret about his step-fathers abuse.


...


(Posting every 2-3 days)
(Warnings posted in individual chapter notes)


A little bit about this story:
It was written in lockdown during 2021 and was published to Wattpad for a little while, before I saw the flaw in my ways and moved to AO3. To me, this story has a good storyline, but if I had the patience and time I would rewrite it. Unfortunately, as a student, time is not a luxury I have, so here you go; read at your own risk. The first few chapters may be a bit painful to read, however I strongly suggest giving this a chance. I hope reading it with fresh eyes is more bearable than reading it with my own. It’s unfinished at the moment, but I’ll finish it in time to post the last few chapters accordingly. Happy Reading :)


Notes


Warnings:
- A typical school fight
- Blood
- Bullying


The one with lousy first Impressions
Annabeth


It was the first day of junior year at Goode high. As soon as Annabeth walked in the door, she knew that the year would be far from boring. Because that's when she first saw him. She walked in through the main corridors with her two best friends, Piper and Hazel, and was immediately stopped in her tracks. Goode wasn't a particularly interesting school. It was like any other high school you may find in New York City, fights broke out all the time. But this fight really had the crowd's attention. Students gathered in the centre of the corridor, at least half the school could've been there. They were all chanting...


 


Fight! 
Fight! 
Fight!


 


Annabeth glanced at her two friends and Piper rolled her eyes. Hazel looked at her with a worried expression.


"First day of school? Really?" Piper sighed as the trio pushed through the crowd, none of them all that in the commotion. Annabeth heard a hard thump that she assumed was the sound of some poor kid getting thrown into a locker. She stood on her tiptoes and peered into the circle the crowd had formed around the fight. Her eyes narrowed. She knew one of the guys fighting, his name was Luke Castellan. Sandy blonde hair, piercing blue eyes, and an absolute ass-hole. He was taller than most and had a thin white scar on the left side of his face. There were many speculations about that scar, many of which involved mafia leaders and Luke barely getting away alive. Annabeth had a hard time believing everyone’s theories.


 


 Annabeth noticed Luke had a newly formed black eye. She smirked at that, Luke deserved it, he liked to spend his free time beating up kids and because his dad was rich and a sponsor of the school, he always got away with it. However, Luke wasn't the one who truly caught Annabeth's attention. 


 


The second kid was dodging another punch from Luke and an amused smirk was plastered on his face. He wore a blue varsity jacket and his hair was dark and untamed. He was scruffy, Annabeth had never seen him before. 


"Who is that guy?" Annabeth asked Piper who shrugged in return, she didn't seem to be paying much attention to the new kid. Annabeth followed Piper's gaze and realised that she was staring at Jason Grace. Goode highs pretty boy. He was perfect in every way, blonde, tall, football king... Piper had had a crush on him since 4th grade. Annabeth rolled her eyes and drew her attention back to the fight.


Annabeth kept her gaze on the messy-haired teen, she noticed the sparkle of mischief in his eyes as he dodged another punch from Luke.


 


Fight! 
Fight! 
Fight!


 


"Woah dude, why can't we just talk this out?" The new guy laughed as Luke glared him down. The guy's light and unworried tone only seemed to make Luke angrier. Luke lunged, and the new kid dodged again. Annabeth noted he was quick on his feet. He had an athletic build, but he wasn't big and stocky like Luke was. The new kid laughed. He seemed to be enjoying putting the school bully in his place. That's when Luke winked at one of his friends who was standing in the crowd behind. Annabeth recognised him as Oscar, a lanky, strawberry blonde kid who was almost as much of an ass-hole as Luke was. Almost. Oscar jumped forward and pulled out the new kid's legs from under him. He hit the ground. Hard.  The crowd booed. 


 


"Guys stop!" Hazel cried out, but her voice was drowned out by the noise. Hazel looked appalled. She was a year younger than Annabeth and Piper but she was clever so was put up a year. Annabeth admired Hazel's sympathy, but she herself kind of wanted to see how the fight would play out. Luke allowed the new kid to get to his feet, and his green eyes widened just as Lukes fist connected with his face. He stumbled back and in his moment of weakness Luke gripped him by the collar of his jacket and shoved him against the locker doors. He let out a grunt blinked, clearly dazed. The crowd hushed a little, everyone wincing in unison as Luke punched the kid in the face, blood dripping down his nose. Annabeth felt a tug in her stomach, she kind of felt bad for the new guy. But to be honest it looked like he was in his element. Despite the blood dripping from his nose, he grinned, his smile was lopsided.


 


"You made a bad decision coming here, Jackson" Luke sneered in his face and the kid's smile faltered. Luke brought his knee to the so-called Jackson's stomach and he groaned. Luke let go and he sank to the floor, holding his stomach. 


"Don't interfere with my shit again or you'll get a lot more than a bloody nose," Luke said before stalking away into the crowd. Annabeth mentally rolled her eyes. Luke had no originality at all. His word choice made him sound immature more than anything.


 


Piper tugged her arm, pulling Annabeth out of her thoughts.


“We should go.” She said, the school bell ringing, signalling first period. Annabeth nodded.


The crowd dispersed and Jackson stumbled up to his feet. He scowled as he watched Luke walk away, jutting out a certain finger at Luke's back, and with impeccable timing, the first teacher arrived and started interrogating random students about the commotion. Annabeth, Hazel and Piper hurried away, keeping their heads down.


 


They made their way down the hall to their first class, Biology. Annabeth looked back at the guy named Jackson, as he was told off by a scowling teacher. After the teacher left, most of the students had left the area and Jackson stood alone, looking at a crumpled piece of paper Annabeth assumed was his timetable. He suddenly looked up and scanned the empty hall until his eyes fell on Annabeth herself.


"Hey! Can you help me find my class?"


 


 


Percy


 


When Percy Jackson walked into Goode high-school for his first day in Junior year, he definitely didn't expect to find himself face to face with Luke Castellan. At first, Percy didn't even recognise him. But Luke clearly did, letting his “ever so slight” anger issues take hold and shoving him up against the schools lockers at first sight.


 


Now, a few things about Percy. He was a dyslexic kid with ADHD, a shitty step-father and a track record for getting into trouble. He'd been kicked out of a couple of schools (None of which were usually his fault... usually) and had a knack for stirring up trouble on the streets. He didn't try to. It just happened. Maybe it was just his annoying, sarcastic sense of humour that got him with so many enemies, but it's hard to tell. That was sarcasm if you couldn’t tell, (it was definitely his mouth that caused him most of his strife).


 


Anyways, A couple of months ago, Percy was walking down the streets, he was taking a break from his smelly step-dad Gabe, who wouldn't shut the fuck up about how his mom Sally used to make him the best lasagne, (Percy had burnt it on accident in an attempt of making dinner). Percy's mom died when he was five years old due to cancer, so Gabe was all Percy had left. To say the least, It made his home life miserable. Gabe was a drunken ass-hole who found himself stuck with another guy's kid and he wasn't happy about it. But that’s all irrelevant, the point is, after burning the dinner and pretty much running out of the house, Percy was walking the streets alone, close to night-time. Not the smartest idea.


 


He passed a dark alleyway and heard thumps and groans coming from inside. He had stopped to peer in, hoping it was just a couple of cats having a brawl or something (odd sounding cats at that), but what he saw made him more angry than a group of cats ever could. There were three guys, around his age, one with sandy blond hair and a scar down the left side of his face (three guesses who). They were beating up some poor kid, maybe around 13 years old, and the kid was crying his eyes out. The sandy blond one, who also happened to be the tallest punched the kid again and then lent down to his face. Words were exchanged that Percy couldn't hear. The kid whimpered and one of the sidekicks kneed the kid in the gut. 


"Hey!" Percy had yelled, stepping into the dark alley. He realised a little too late that his actions may actually get him in trouble. But he shrugged away his doubts quickly, that kid needed his help, he wasn't going to let these three bullies lay another hand on him.


"Three against one, not exactly a fair fight," Percy said, his tone even and his eyes glistening.


"Get out of here kid, Unless you want to meet the same fate as this wimp." Scar-head spat. 


"Look, I may look like a scrawny kid, but trust me I know how to punch, why don't you pick on someone your own size?" Percy retorted. Now, threatening a trio of brawny teens with battles scars may have been a shit idea, but Percy was full of shit ideas, and forty percent of the time they worked out, so he decided to push his luck, it wasn't like he wasn't already having a crappy day. 


"You asked for it," Scar-head growled and he stepped forward into a patch of light, his two companions on either side of him. Only then did Percy see the glint of metal shivs in their hands. Oh shit.


"On second thought, I might just head out, you know, got places to be, people to see - "


"What you scared?" Scar-head interrupted, a smirk forming on his face. 


"Me? Scared? Nah, But you've definitely pissed me off." Percy grinned.


"I'm SO gonna enjoy this" Scar-head glared at him and Percy actually laughed.


"What? Did you buy a bully handbook or something? Who actually says that -" Percy was interrupted when the scarred boy snarled and lunged. Percy took that as a sign to start running. He had a little head-start and he knew the streets well. And he also knew he was a fast runner. 


He ran and ran, not daring to look back. By the time he lost them, He was winded and gasping for air. After that, he went back to Gabe's apartment and could only hope the beat-up kid had gotten home safely in the New York night. 


Anyways, now he got the beating he first asked for from Scar-head, or rather Luke Castellan, and his whole new school had watched, mad embarrassing, but oh well, he expected he'd be kicked out of Goode before the end of the year, now that he knew he already had enemies. So much for a new start...


----


"Hey, can you help me find my class?" Percy asked the closest person, which just so happened to be a girl with stormy grey eyes, her blonde, curly hair pulled back into a ponytail. She was wearing an orange t-shirt and faded jeans, a Yankees cap on her head. Percy preferred the Dodgers.


She turned and told her friends to go on without her, then walked up to Percy and peered at his paper.


"Uhm" He squinted at the paper, and the letters bounced around, making it hard to read.


"Room 43, Chemistry." The blonde girl read out. Percy nodded, he had no idea where that was. And he hated to ask, but he didn't want to look like an idiot when he showed up half an hour late with the excuse 'I got lost'.


The girl turned and started walking off. After a few moments, Percy realised he was supposed to follow and he jogged to catch up.


There was a moment of awkward silence as Percy tailed the blonde girl.


"You have blood on your face." She stated. Her voice condescending.


"Oh." Percy muttered, reaching his hand up to his nose to feel the dry blood.


The girl stopped outside the boy's bathrooms and Percy raised an eyebrow. This didn't look like room 43.


"Well? Go clean yourself up." She said as if stating the obvious. This girl was kind of getting on Percy's nerves. Percy couldn’t work out exactly what she was thinking, but it seemed he was some sort of inconvenience to her.


After Percy quickly washed the blood off his face and tried (but failed) to flatten his hair, the blonde girl took him to room 43.


"In there." She said. Percy nodded and then looked at the girl.


"Uhhh, thanks, Miss....."


"Annabeth Chase." The girl said, but she wasn't smiling. Percy had a feeling that Annabeth Chase was the wrong person to ask for help, she really did seem annoyed that her day was interrupted. 


"Thanks, Annabeth," Percy smiled awkwardly. 


"No problem." She replied as she turned to leave.


"See you around," Percy called after her, watching her go. She didn’t look back. Percy sighed and entered Chemistry.


Annabeth


Annabeth Chase entered Bio ten minutes late after her encounter with the new boy, Jackson. Then she spent the whole first period not paying attention to Mr Pan as he explained the properties of different types of leaf cells. Which was very much unlike Annabeth, She was usually very good at schoolwork, But today, she was distracted. Piper and Hazel spent the whole period talking about Jackson and a lot of the class seemed to be curious about him too. By the time second Period came around, Jackson was the talk of the school. Everyone knew about the fight and everyone saw the black eye Jackson had given Luke. Long story short, the kid was a hero. Also, turns out, his name wasn't actually Jackson. That was his last name. Percy was his first name. 


But Annabeth didn't care that he stood up to Luke. It was kind of idiotic. It's your first day of school and the first thing you decide to do is pick a fight? Way to go. Not. Percy Jackson made Annabeth uneasy. She didn't like how he grinned at Luke during their fight like he was egging him on or something. Annabeth wasn't sure. It seemed a little cocky to her.


"I heard he was kicked out of three different schools before he came here." A blondie named Silena whispered loudly, she was sitting just in front of Annabeth.
"Such a shame, I thought he was cute." said another girl.
Annabeth rolled her eyes at their gossip. Cute? Huh. No, the guy was a walking red flag. 


—————-


It was period three, and Annabeth had math. One of her strengths. She walked in and sat down near the back, she may be good at math, but she hated the teacher, Mrs Kym. She was the worst. She screamed at you if you were late, she hated talkers and she only had two personalities, hates students or extremely hates students. 


Leo Valdez sat a space down from Annabeth, leaving a seat between them. She knew Leo well enough to know that he loved to crack jokes, so maybe math wouldn't be as bad as she thought. 


That was before he walked in. With his blue varsity jacket and messy dark hair, he was still holding his crumpled piece of paper and he checked the number on the door twice before fully committing to coming inside. 


"Mr Jackson! So wonderful to be welcoming you, but you are late, hurry up and find a seat so we can get started." Mrs Kym glared at him and he scanned the class. Annabeth looked around and realised that the seat next to hers was the last one free. Percy made his way to the back of the class, clearly not happy about being there. Whether that was because of the sitting arrangements or because it was math, Annabeth didn't know. Maybe it was both.


"Sup, The names Valdez, Leo Valdez." Leo said to him with a sly grin, giving him his hand to shake. Percy glanced at Annabeth and then greeted Leo, which earned a shushing from Mrs Kym.


Mrs Kym started the lesson and Annabeth was trying to pay attention, but then,


"Psst, Pssst" Annabeth turned her attention to Percy, her eyes stormy.


"What?" She asked, her voice coming off a little harsher than she meant it to. Percy didn't seem to notice.


"Thanks for helping me find my class this morning, sorry for making you late." 


"It's fine, You were lost." She whispered back. And it was the truth, his first impression may have been questionable, but her heart wasn’t made of stone. There was a moment of silence before Annabeth heard Percy and Leo start to talk. She stifled a groan. This year was going to be torture if she was stuck listening to them every math period. She may be good at math, but considering her minor dyslexia and ADHD, she found it hard to focus, especially with annoying classmates. One comedian was fine, but two?


"Who's talking back there?" Mrs Kym asked, raising her voice. She glared at Leo and he put his hands up in defence.


"Sorry Miss, just asking for a pen," Percy called out, a twinkle in his green eyes and Mrs Kym continued teaching.


"Annabeth Chase, Can you please tell me what the Pythagorean equation is?" Mrs Kym directed her attention to Annabeth.


Percy


"A squared plus B squared equals C squared." Annabeth Chase answered. Mrs Kym nodded and started to write an equation on the board. Percy looked at her again, She seemed smart, Leo however, Percy decided, wouldn't be much help, the kid seemed to have worse ADHD than even Percy and was currently flinging bits of paper into the girl's hair in front of him. She turned and scowled at Leo who just grinned in return.


"Valdez! Cut it out." She growled.


"But Clarisse, It wasn't me," Leo whined while winking at Percy. Percy fought down a laugh.


"Jackson!" Mrs Kym shouted, and suddenly all eyes were on him. He shrank down in his chair an inch. 


"Care to answer the question or are you too busy having a laugh with Valdez." Mrs Kym spat. She then pointed at the board at a very complicated looking word equation. 


"Sorry, umm..." Percy squinted at the board. The question was something about apples and some guy named John...? Percy found that the more he looked at the words, the more they moved and the less he could understand, he couldn't even read the question, let alone answer it. He silently cursed dyslexia. He could feel everyone's eyes on him and he was going to panic, he didn't like this much attention directed at him. 


"196 squared," Annabeth called out.


Mrs Kym glared daggers in her direction.


"Yes thank you, Mr Jackson." She said, her teeth gritted. Some of the class laughed. 


Percy realised he had a death grip on his desk and loosened it, then he glanced at Annabeth and shot her a glare. She mouthed back at him, 'what?' 


He stopped his eye roll and turned his attention back to the board. It's true, he wasn't good at math, or English, but there's nothing he hated more than people making him feel stupid. And Annabeth Chase just made him feel stupid. He would have gotten that question eventually. He may be dyslexic but given time, he was actually quite smart. Annabeth made him look like an idiot in front of the whole class. 


He had a feeling Annabeth Chase was going to turn out to be a very annoying person to sit next to.


The one with the new friends
Chapter Summary


Warnings:
- Light domestic abuse
- References to math
- Annabeth having a cow for a mother


 


Note: ‘Cigs’ = Cigarettes


Percy


Percy woke up to his alarm blaring. He reached his hand out from the covers and pressed every single button until finally, it shut off. Percy groaned. Yesterday was a disaster and Percy wanted nothing more than to stay in his bed, in the comfort of his sheets, and not have to spend another day at Goode high. He would be happy to drop out, but he couldn't do that, it's not what his mom would've wanted. And Percy had dreams of going to college someday. 


If he could just afford to get out of this hell hole. 


Twenty minutes passed, and Percy finally opened his eyes. Shit. He was going to be late. He scrambled out of bed and pulled on some random jeans, a shirt and his blue jacket. He grabbed his bag and knock-off sneakers and stumbled down the hall trying to pull them on. He had math first today, he didn't want to give Mrs Kym another reason to hate him. In his hurry, Percy tripped on his mother's rug and face planted. 


"Owww." Percy groaned. 


"WHAT'S ALL THAT NOISE?!" Percy heard his step-dad Gabe yell from the lounge. Percy, you moron. He should have been quieter. Gabe was not a morning person. 


"Sorry, late for school!" Percy yelled back, already feeling the heat rise in his cheeks from anger. Gabe had passed out on the couch last night after his poker game, and he was too heavy to move so he was still there. Percy hated Gabe, the pig could barely clean up after himself. He heard the sound of beer bottles clinking together and Gabe getting off the couch with a struggle. Percy picked himself up off the ground, slung his bag over one shoulder, and made for the door.


Gabe intercepted him. Percy nearly retched from the smell. He smelled like alcohol and sweet Thai chilli Doritos. 


"Got any money kid?" Gabe asked flashing his yellow teeth when he talked. 


"What about 'good morning Percy, have a fun day at school, learn heaps!' " Percy suggested, exasperated. Gabe gave him a look of warning and Percy patted down his pockets.


"Nope, sorry, got to go." Percy went to step around him but Gabe poked him back with a meaty finger. He raised an eyebrow and Percy sighed. 


He pulled out a couple of notes from his pocket and Gabe grinned. 


"You shouldn't lie boy. Now get out of here." Gabe stepped aside and shoved Percy through the door. 


"And don't come home empty-handed! I ran out of cigs." Gabe yelled before slamming the door. Percy sighed and ran for the subway.


Have a fun day Percy, learn heaps!


---------------------------


Annabeth


Annabeth walked down the stairs to the smell of coffee. She had her hair in a low bun and was wearing her normal school attire of jeans and a random shirt that happened to be at the top of her drawer. 


"Annabeth! Come help your brothers make their lunches!" Helen the step-monster called from below. Annabeth sighed and made her descent. Annabeth's real mother was out of the picture, so it was just her dad, and her stepmother, Helen. Annabeth's dad tried, but he was often away for work, leaving Annabeth alone with Helen constantly. And when her dad wasn't around... Helen wasn't exactly the nicest.


"Annabeth!" Helen called again, clearly agitated. 


"I'm coming!" Annabeth called back angrily. She stormed down the stairs, swinging her school bag over her shoulders. She walked into the kitchen and Helen stepped in front of her. 


"Your father works hard for you Annabeth, and I don't like your attitude, make your brothers their lunches and drop them at school, I'm going to be late for work." Helen huffed and left the room, leaving Annabeth and her two twin step-brothers alone. The urge to pull the finger at her was overwhelming, but she fought it off with Bobby and Matthew watching.


After making her brothers lunch and piling them into her car (An old Prius her dad had got cheap for her), Annabeth drove them down the road to their Elementary. They fought the whole way there and Annabeth nearly crashed the car on purpose. She hated Helen, but her kids weren't so bad, but they lived in a bubble, completely unaware of the emotional abuse Annabeth suffered from Helen almost every day. Annabeth bid them a good day at school and sped into town towards Goode High, she was going to be late at this rate, and she had math first. 


The thought of Mrs Kym giving her detention for being late made her angry. She hated Helen, and she wished her dad would open his eyes.


-----------------------


Percy


Percy was already having a shit morning, after falling flat on his face and waking smelly Gabe, he was riled up when he walked into school late. Then he ran straight into Annabeth Chase, dropping his school books in the process. 


"Shit, sorry," He said before he realised who it was. He glanced up into her grey eyes and sighed.


"Watch where you're going, moron!” She huffed, handing him his algebra book. He rolled his eyes and got up, making his way to math. He didn't want to get into an argument now, they were already ten minutes late and Mrs Kym was going to be livid. 


---


That day at lunchtime, after earning himself extra homework from Mrs Kym, Percy walked into the cafeteria. It was hectic. He scanned the room after grabbing his lunch, wondering where on earth to sit. He recognised Luke and his goons at one of the centre tables, they were hysteric while watching Luke take a younger kid's lunch money. Percy felt bad but he didn't want to get in another fight so he continued looking. His eyes found Annabeth, she was sitting with two girls he didn't remember the names of, he definitely didn't want to sit with her...


Suddenly a hand clapped him on the shoulder and Percy turned to see Leo Valdez, the funny kid from math, grinning at him. Next to him were two other guys Percy didn't recognise. 


"Come on, Perce, your sitting with us, this is Jason and Frank, they're my sidekicks," Leo said with a grin. The one named Jason rolled his eyes. 


"We're NOT his sidekicks." He said and Frank laughed. Frank was the same height as Percy, but more brawny, Percy guessed he was a football player and Jason, was blonde and tan, pretty much the definition of high school perfect.


"Nice to meet you, Percy, good job in that fight the other day, You got guts," Jason exclaimed, his eyes bright. 


"Lukes an asshole." Percy shrugged.


"Oh he's such a dick, in elementary, he shoved my head in the toilet," Leo explained. 


"Lovely.” Frank quipped. Eventually, they approached Annabeth's table and Percy's heart sank. Great. Just great. 


"You sit with them?" He asked Frank, trying not to show his hesitance. 


"Oh yeah, that's Piper, Hazel and Annabeth, don't worry they're nice," Frank reassured. But Percy knew better. Annabeth and nice didn't seem to go together. She called him a moron. 


He sat down between Piper and Leo, saying hi to her and Hazel and introducing himself. Frank sat opposite Hazel and stuttered out a hello. Somebody obviously had a crush.


-------------------


Annabeth


Percy sat down at their table along with the three boys, Jason, Leo and Frank. Just her luck. She couldn't seem to get away from him. This morning Percy bumped into her and dropped all his books. Like seriously, was it so hard to look where you're going? Piper looked at Jason and blushed.


"You signed up for football yet Frank?" Annabeth asked after taking a bite of an apple. Hazel and Piper began to make conversation and Frank glanced at Hazel when she laughed.


"Yep, Jason and I are in, trials are this weekend." He replied, he then turned to Percy.


"You play football, Percy?" He asked. Percy finished his mouthful of sandwich and shook his head.


"Never tried, I think I'm gonna join the swim team though." He said smiling. That just made Annabeth's nickname of 'seaweed brain' all the more relevant. She smirked.


"You're a swimmer? Are you any good?" She asked, semi passive-aggressively. Frank shot her a small glare, telling her not to be rude, but Annabeth didn't care. 


Percy shrugged.


"I'm alright." He replied. But he had a mischievous smile on his face. 


"Looks like you're more than alright," Leo spoke. Annabeth looked over at him to see him scrolling through the web on his phone. 


"Percy Jackson: Youngest record-breaker for under eighteens in the state of New York for 200 and 100-meter Freestyle " Leo read out, the group's eyes widened, including Annabeth's. 


"That was a year ago, I'm not as good anymore, I had to stop training while moving schools..." Percy explained, his face had gone red with embarrassment. 


"Dude, you are literally the best in the state for your age group," Jason said, his mouth open.


"That's so cool!" Hazel said, and Annabeth saw Frank's expression fall slightly. 


Percy closed his mouth and looked down, his ears red. But Annabeth could see the small smile plastered on his lips. The dude was SO cocky. Of course, he was a champion swimmer. Annabeth rolled her eyes at the others' expressions. It wasn't even that great, and he said he hadn't even been swimming while he'd been moving schools. 


Probably because he got kicked out of the swim team at his old school for stirring up trouble.


---------------------


For the rest of that day, Annabeth was in a bad mood. Percy was pissing her off. Perfect Percy with all his swimming glory. Soon it got around the school that Percy Jackson was actually mildly talented. Coach Hedge (Who is the coach of Goode's football team) even seemed to favour him in their Physical education class, and Coach Hedge favours no one, so that only peeved Annabeth off more. 


At the end of the day, Annabeth drove downtown to her house, Music blaring through the radio. At a traffic light, her phone rang, but it was sitting in the back seat and she couldn't reach it. Then when the light turned green, cars honked angrily and Annabeth sped off in a huff, leaving her phone ringing behind her, driving her head in. This day was really not going well. At all. 


She reached home and stormed into the house, dropping her stuff on her bedroom floor and flopping on her bed to stare at her ceiling. She let out a sigh, remembering the extra math homework Mrs Kym gave them after being late. 


An hour passed and Annabeth finished her homework, then she heard Helen's car drive into the driveway. Great. Another night when dad was away at work and she had to deal with Helen. She locked her door.


"Annabeth Chase!" The woman yelled from downstairs. Her voice was high and angry, as in angrier with Annabeth than she usually was. 


"What?!" Annabeth yelled back, still lying on her bed. Annabeth heard Helen stomping up the stairs. She saw the handle of her door wiggle.


"Let me in Annabeth. We need to talk." Annabeth could hear her voice shaking with rage and Annabeth thought about everything she could've possibly done wrong. Maybe she forgot to do the dishes, but then Annabeth remembered how she did them after making the boys lunch. Maybe the boys didn't like their lunch and that was why Helen was mad. Annabeth shook her head.


There was only one way to find out. 


Annabeth stood up and opened the door for her step-monster. She walked in slowly, her eyes hard and her face set in a permanent scowl. 


"Pick up your phone." She said calmly. Annabeth did. 


"Check your messages," She said and Annabeth did. There was one missed message from Helen. 


Pick the boys up at 2:45


Annabeth looked at the time, It was now 4 o'clock. 


"I'm sorry I didn't see it," Annabeth said. Which was true. She hadn't really had time to look at her phone all day. She never saw the message. Besides, pick up at 2:45? That was half an hour before Annabeth finished school.


"Liar." Helen sneered. Annabeth looked at her in confusion.


"I'm not lying-


"-You brat! You think just because they aren't your real brothers you can just not care about them? I got held up at work, I couldn't pick them up and I needed you Annabeth!" Helen genuinely looked hurt and Annabeth felt bad. Then she shook her head.


"You only texted once! I'm sorry I didn't see it, I didn't do it on purpose!" Annabeth replied, attempting and failing to keep the snark out of her voice. Helen huffed and put her hands on her hips.


"Excuses. I called you five times too!" She raised her voice.


"I was driving!" Annabeth objected and Helen scoffed. 


"Dad would believe me!" Annabeth carried on and Helen held up a finger. 


"Enough! I don't want to hear it. I had to pick up the boys after they'd been waiting at school for an hour.... Give me your keys." Helen held out her hand and looked at Annabeth expectantly. 


"W-what?" Annabeth stared at her step-mom.


"Give. me. your. car keys." Helen said, snapping her finger. 


"How am I supposed to get to school?" Annabeth asked, her voice shaking with anger.


"Catch the bus, walk, I don't care!" Helen yelled and Annabeth knew it was no use. She was the one who made the mistake and now she was suffering the consequences. She should've at least checked her phone. But this was so unfair. Annabeth wasn't even Helen's real daughter. Her dad was away so there was no one to back her up. And if she didn't listen to Helen, Helen would rat her out to her dad and she'd be sent to a boarding school and her car would be taken off of her for good.


Annabeth passed Helen her car keys. Helen smiled.


"Good girl Annabeth, your attitude is getting better," Helen said, before turning on her heel and walking out of the room. 


"Boys! Who wants to watch a movie?" She called out in a cheerful voice.


Annabeth kicked her bed and pummelled her mattress. She hated that cow. A lump formed in her throat and Annabeth choked it down. She wasn’t going to cry, she only had a few more years before she could be rid of Helen for good. Crying made her look weak, Annabeth hated how Helen so often made her feel that way. Anger was fizzing right beneath her skin. She was pacing, she couldn’t settle down, focus on her homework, she couldn’t even get into the book she was reading without being overly frustrated just by the authors cringy descriptions. She could hear the TV blaring downstairs and the loud chatter, and wished the boys would shut up. She mentally kicked herself for that thought, she didn’t have a problem with Matthew and Bobby, only their cow of a mother.


She needed fresh air.


Percy


That night after Percy's first swim training in months, Percy walked home with a spring in his step. He was over the moon. He loved swimming. And today when Leo discovered his talents, he was embarrassed, sure, but he had also smiled with pride. Swimming was Percy's safe haven, the roar of the water in your ears and the busy atmosphere of swim meets with your swimming mates made Percy the happiest he'd ever felt. He didn't even care if he won or lost. Okay maybe he cared a little, He had lost a lot of his speed during the months he had quit. That was because he couldn't afford to train in the local pools unless a school swim team sponsored him, and Gabe spent all the money on gambling and alcohol. But it didn't matter, he was just happy to be back in the pool again.


Percy was on the subway. It was late, around 9 ish at night. Not a great time for a kid to be out on the streets of New York alone. Especially around his neighbourhood. He got off at his stop and decided to take a longer route home. He didn't really want smelly Gabe to ruin his cheery mood. Even if that meant staying out later in the dangerous streets. It was dark and dodgy, especially at night. But Percy knew it well. He knew which houses to avoid. He knew which alleys the stoners and pervs hung out, and the dumpsters the local homeless guy liked to search. 


It was a cold and chilly night. Percy's hair was wet from the pool and it made his head cold. He wished he'd brought a hoodie or something to keep him warm. Percy turned with wide eyes when he heard a dog bark, but quickly realised it was coming from the next street over. He shook his head and continued walking. He turned a corner onto a street he didn't really go down that often. It was quiet except for a couple of stray cats fighting somewhere. Percy narrowed his eyes and kept walking, and nothing prepared him for what he was about to come across. 
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Summary


“Thalia, I don’t understand why I’d even consider going to this thing for a whole summer! Do you know how much work I’d be putting off? I don’t even want to work on a farm!”


“He’s my cousin, and he needs hands for his new farm.”


“Why mine?”


“I think you’d like it. Trust me.”


“What’s his name again?”


“Percy. He’s your age too. A bit younger.”


She remembers life before them. Before there. 


“Boring, wasn’t it?” He’d say. He’d poke her side. She’d scowl at first but it’d morph into a smile soon enough. His hands would be dirty and calloused. Dirt would rest between his fingers and nail. 


“Not dirt, life,” he’d retort. 


“Nothing lives under there, Seaweed Brain,” she’d respond. 


“There’s always something.” He’d always look so hopeful.


-PI-


 


She doesn’t like to think about life before them. Before there. 


It was boring, he was right. Not that she’d ever admit it to him. It was monotonous, dealing with the same problems — annoying client, annoying boss, annoying friend — over and over again. Annabeth rarely found herself someone who cared about the bigger picture. She didn’t care that she was a small piece of a much, much larger universe. She didn’t care that if she died, nothing would change. Annabeth had her money, and her money had her. 


She was twenty-six, with six zeroes on her bank account. She was twenty-six, with a two-bedroom apartment overlooking Central Park, using only half of one of the two king-sized mattresses. She was twenty-six, with eight-plus hours of sleep each night. She was twenty-six, with a fancy car sitting in the garage. She was twenty-six, and her mother was still proud of her. As far as she had been concerned, she was accomplished.


—Π—


 


“We’re burning money.”


“I know.” He was stuck on his manual, fiddling with a screwdriver. Deep and dark lines ran under his pretty green eyes. His eyes were blinking rapidly.


It was 2 p.m. He hadn’t slept for a while at that point. Maybe a day or two. She was so upset with him then, for not caring to take care of himself enough. She hated him for not loving himself as much as she loved him. So she took it out through pure anger.


She likes to think about life with them. There.


 


—Π—


 


He grips her hand hard now. There’s still that optimism she fell in love with, but it is fading fast. It’s been so long since she saw him smile as he did before. 


He smiles a lot, but they aren’t the same smiles. Underneath the happy facade, he puts on, underneath the false bravado of joy and elation at seeing friends, there sits the uneasy recognition of his own mortality.


She misses the mop of black hair that would get filthy after a long day in the fields. She remembers the way he looked after Ole Bessie gave birth. 


 


—Π—


 


His hair was matted with sweat. Sweat beaded on his cheek and dripped down to his neck. Veins on his neck swelled with every shove he gave. 


“You ever seen a cow give birth?”


Everyone had looked up from the card game they were playing on that hot Georgia day. Everyone shook their heads.


“Well, c’mon then!”


Sweet Tea and Lemonade waited for them in the Big House, but those ephemeral delights were nothing compared to the happiness on Percy’s face. Even the birth came second to how beautiful he looked at that moment.


“Push girl, push! You got it in you!” His boot pressed against Ole Bessie’s rear. He tried to push her away from his as hard as she was pushing her calf out of her. He had both (dirty) ungloved hands on her calf’s legs. They worked in tandem, as he did with everything on this farm, for a half-hour. 


He was covered in the reproductive slime of a newborn calf. He was sweating profusely on that June day. Getting within five feet of him overloaded your sinus system with the worst smells possible. Apparently, he had been sitting in manure the whole calving.


When that calf had walked on its own, mere moments after birth. When he had smiled so widely. When he had cheered and ran along with the newborn.


He was the most beautiful man in the world.


 


—Π—


 


“Thalia, I don’t understand why I’d even consider going to this thing for a whole summer! Do you know how much work I’d be putting off? It’s two-fucking-months !”


“Annie, c’mon! You’ve been working at this firm since you were a junior in High School! You’ve never taken a day off. Not even for illness. You can take off two months no-sweat.”


“No, Thalia, I cannot take off two months ‘no-sweat.’”


“Don’t mock me like that. And you can. Trust me.”


“Yeah, why? Cause you work soo hard.”


“Don’t be a bitch. I called your boss. He gave me the OK. Thought it might be good for you too. Ya know, cause there’s ‘farm architecture’ or whatever bullshit I sold him that he bought immediately.”


“Thalia! That is just way too much! You can’t just—”


“Yeah, I did. So get over it.”


“I don’t even want to work on a farm! For two months? I just, why?”


“He’s my cousin, and he needs hands.”


“Why mine?”


“I think you’d like it. Trust me.”


“What’s his name again?” 


“Percy. He’s your age too. A bit younger.”


 


—Π—


 


“Percy!”


He was stumbling around the house, scavaging through cabinets to find what he needed.


“Percy!”


“I’m coming, god fucking damnit, I’m coming!”


The kitchen was being torn apart. Annabeth had never seen him this mad. Silena was yelling at them from over the intercom, sitting down by the lambs. He was ripping the shotgun out of the counter.


“Percy! It’s running!” Silena’s voice was growing more frantic now.


“I’ve got the gun! Annabeth, shells!” 


Silently, she was handing him a package of shells. He was loading them on his way out the door, was grabbing the keys on the way out.


“Percy.” 


Her voice was quieter than Silena’s, but he was still listening. He was stopping at the door for a half second to look at her.


“You’re not bad for doing this.”


He had never looked more torn, more upset. There were tears in his eyes. 


He was turning to leave.


She was sitting on a chair, twirling a screwdriver around in her fingers when she was hearing the aftermath of the gunshot. The dogs barking. A muffled, repressed call coming through the intercom.


“She’s dead. Poor bitch got caught in the fence.”


Silence reigned for a long moment.


“She was a girl.” He was switching off the intercom.


 


—Π—


 


His feet tap against the linoleum with such urgency she’s afraid he’ll run.


But that’s not in his nature. Percy never ran away. Always towards. It’s why he bought the farm. It’s why he fell in love with her. It’s why he’s dealing with this the best out of everyone.


His hand squeezes hers. She squeezes back. They stare into each other’s eyes. The oppressive, electronic hum of LED lights provides their love opera. She smiles at him. He leans his head into her. 


He cries.


 


—Π—


 


“Okay, places, places!”


She directed them with the precision of a person who directed many a project beforehand. She had, but those were different. They were for clients who she could have given less shits about. They were for a boss who loved the fact that she worked 24/7, 365 for him. A boss who cared for nothing more than a nice profit margin.


She was still doing this for her boss, technically. But at this point, the technicality was just a punchline for a sexual innuendo by their friends.


They had baked him a cake, made him his favorite dishes — baked macaroni-and-cheese with jalapenos and breadcrumbs, peas, Vietnamese pulled pork — and planned a blue-themed party. She was even wearing that stupid “don’t be red” Blue M&M shirt he had gotten for her at the M&M’s store in Times Square on that rare vacation weekend they took. The cake too was blue. Vanilla cake and buttercream frosting, both dyed varying shades of blue because he was an adorable dork like that. 


He and Leo had just gone to the city for the farmer’s market. She had stayed back this morning, claiming “morning sickness.” When she envisioned kids, she envisioned them at 30, maybe one, maybe another five years later. Not two, nearly Irish twins. But she had to, to keep as much of him as she could before the clock struck twelve. He had kissed their baby, and then kissed her, and then rolled out of bed. 


 


Leonidas4evs: 3


Leonidas4evs: 2


Leonidas4evs: 1


 


“Surprise!” The door opened in unison with their scream. He was obviously “surprised” because he dropped the extra carton of eggs he had meant to save for them all over the floor. A grumbling Leo cleaned it up, because really? He couldn’t have offered to take the eggs?


They did Karaoke, they did sing-alongs when they couldn’t Karaoke, they danced, they played ‘Cards Against Humanity,’ they watched the Lion King. Percy shoved cake into her mouth, she shoved cake into his. Their friends told them to stop being nasty. They gave them the finger.


Later, she cleaned up the dishes while he dried them. When he was all done, he wrapped his arms around her waist and they slow danced to Taylor Swift.


They did less-innocent things to Taylor Swift too.


 


—Π—


 


She had a bad attitude at first. 


There, she admitted it. 


She acted like a whiny, teenage bitch. She hadn’t bought the right clothes, nor had she listened to Thalia’s advice. The jeans were a cage in this heat, the suede boots ruined in the mud. Her glasses felt like they were worth more than this entire gods-forsaken state. She longed for New York. Not a farm.


He changed her perception of the summer. Tall, dark, handsome. Standing there in loose jeans, a dirty and dark-blue T, worn-in duck boots, a red-and-tan trucker’s cap. He was every hot guy in those country music videos she let herself watch every once in a while. He even had a fucking shovel in his (dirty) hands. 


“Hi, I’m Percy.” He introduced himself with a slow Southern drawl that melted her more than the heat ever could. Suddenly, she didn’t feel like she had ruined her clothes, but perhaps her clothes had ruined her chances with this man. She felt… 


Later, she’d realize that she felt like she had accomplished nothing in life. 


She still doesn’t like thinking about that. It’s hard to grasp, that he winds up teaching her more than any class ever could.


Because she doesn’t know what to do once class is over.


Please, please, she prays. Don’t let the bell ring.


 


—Π—


 


The dirt felt different than anything she had ever felt before. Georgia was over a hundred degrees right now, but this soil was perhaps forty degrees cooler. It felt put together, collected. There was something living in there. Perhaps not big enough for her to see but there was som—


“Oh my fuck!”


Annabeth dropped the clump of soil in her hands and jumped backward. On top of the cover crop of clover, a worm and black beetle crawled around in that very clump of soil. The worm slunk around, squirming in the pain of the sun, before burrowing underground again. The beetle just spread its wings and… flew away. She was left there, mouth agape.


“You’re gonna have to get used to that, Wise Girl, if you want to deal with being on this farm for two months.”


“I just, it’s fine, I’m fine, I just didn’t expect that.” 


“Mhm,” he was leaning on a shovel in the field, Ole Bessie’s shit piled high behind him. His signature smirk was doing things to her that shouldn’t be legal. “You never know when those worms are going to eat you instea—”


He fell back, the shovel pushed away, straight into a pile of manure. He sputtered, green eyes so wide, surprised. Then his mouth straightened again. His hands gripped a clump of Ole Bessie’s shit in his hand and flung it at her.


“Oh, it’s on!”
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Summary


Annabeth Chase is a warrior, a hero, a brave soldier who saved the world alongside her best friend, Percy Jackson.


The one thing Annabeth doesn't understand, is something that can't be studied or memorized from the pages of a textbook.


Family.


Notes


enjoy!
this is all written out just needs to be posted, so there shall be no unfinished WIPs here haha this is just a slice of life multi chap detailing annabeth and percy having their first baby bc i got FFEELINGS!!!


 


thanks for reading :P


Knowledge is Power
Well this is just embarrassing.


Annabeth Chase does not do things like this. Over the past six years she’s worked her ass off to build a reputation for herself as one of the most skilled young architects in the Manhattan circuit. As a woman, she’s had to fight hard for her place at the table, and as a demigod, that wasn’t always as easy as it is for mortals with no Olympian interference.


Luckily, things have been amazing lately. She’s living with her fiancé, she’s designing a new museum, and she hasn’t been sucked into any demigod-type nonsense for years now. Everything is going according to plan, just the way Annabeth likes it.


That is, until she passes out at her desk.


Annabeth’s dad used to make her watch old black and white movies with him on the rare occasions he tried to bond with her. Usually she tuned them out, but she vividly remembers rolling her eyes at the fainting damsels fanning their faces and collapsing into the romantic lead’s ready arms.


It does not happen that way in real life. Instead of collapsing dreamily into Gregory Peck’s thick biceps, Annabeth grips her standing desk, blinking stars from her eyes as she tries to catch her suddenly shallow breath. Black spots tease her vision, and her tongue feels like it’s made of cotton.


She’s just reaching for her water bottle to try and quell whatever this miserable feeling is, when she feels a strange sensation in her legs. They are betraying her. Wobbly knees give out underneath her weight, and she tumbles sideways, succumbing to the darkness that now envelopes her eyeline entirely.


The next thing she knows, she’s being dragged across the stale office carpet toward someone’s plush chair. It’s warm from an unfamiliar butt and smells a bit like stale saltine crackers. The odor makes her stomach turn and it’s everything she has not to vomit.


“Ms. Chase?” It’s the voice of her pipsqueak intern Cherry, who has been a little afraid to approach Annabeth with anything other than work-related questions. “Ms. Chase, can you hear us? They’re calling an ambulance. It’ll be okay.”


“No…” Annabeth groans, rubbing blackness from her eyes as she glances up to see a ring of concerned coworkers staring at her like she’s a lemur in a zoo exhibit.


“Annabeth,” her boss Scott shakes his head sternly, “don’t try to move. You passed out. You could have hit your head. Just stay still while we wait for the paramedics.”


Her heart thunders in her chest. “Paramedics? That’s unnecessary.”


“It’s necessary.” Scott replies. “You fainted on company property. Sorry kiddo, you’re going to have to take a trip to the ER. Hey, maybe Percy will show up, wouldn’t that be fun?”


Annabeth resists the urge to curse. Her fiancé Percy is a firefighter and EMT, sometimes if his unit is in the area with nothing lined up, he’ll get calls for things like this. She hopes he is much busier, though not busy enough that he’s in danger. It’s a fine line.


As it turns out, Percy’s unit is thankfully not in the area. She rides alone in the ambulance, repeatedly insisting that she is fine and this is entirely ridiculous. The EMTs don’t seem amused by her resistant attitude, but she doesn’t care. This is all insane. She just got a little dizzy for crying out loud!


She survived Tartarus. This is nothing.


The hospital is predictably miserable. She waits for entirely too long before a nurse pulls her in for triage. She gives them her blood and her urine and allows them to fuss over her uninjured head. Then, she waits on a cot for results she knows are fine.


What a waste of a day.


Annabeth is surprised when a familiar face pushes back the curtain to step into the room. Son of Apollo and current resident at Brooklyn Memorial Hospital, Will Solace enters with a hesitant smile on his face. Instantly, she’s relieved. At the very least, she can catch up with a good friend, who will surely agree with her that this entire visit was nonsensical. Will is a skilled doctor, and a kind soul.


She’s always liked him. She especially likes that he makes her other good friend Nico so happy.


“Will! You’re my doctor.” Annabeth grins. “Maybe this day isn’t wasted after all.”


“Hey Annabeth.” Will greets her in a measured voice. “How are you feeling?”


“I’m completely fine.” She insists. “Are you discharging me?”


“Yes.” He nods.


Her shoulders sag with relief. “Finally!”


She hops off the bed and moves to grab her purse, but is stopped by Will touching a gentle hand to her bicep. She glances up and notices the apprehension on his face. His eyebrows are slightly furrowed, his mouth is turned down in a way that the usually chipper man doesn’t typically portray.


“Oh.” She says. Something is wrong.


“Sit down.” Will urges her. Annabeth does as he asks, moving back over and sitting gingerly on the edge of the crinkly paper.


Her finger nails come up between her teeth, and she bites nervously while Will prepares whatever doomsday speech he’s been concocting.


“Okay,” Will exhales slowly, and meets her eyes. His expression is solemn. “Annabeth, I just want you to take a deep breath and try not to panic when I tell you this. I know how you are.”


“Am I dying?” She demands.


“Not even close.” He assures her.


“Spit it out, Solace.”


“Hey, that’s Doctor Solace.”


“You’re a resident.”


“I’m still a d-”


“Will?” She cuts him off. “As much as I’d love to debate your employment status, can you please tell me whatever it is that’s got you so choked up?”


“You’re pregnant.” Will says bluntly. “About seven weeks from what we can estimate. We can’t confirm without an ultrasound, but your blood and urine both showed positive. It explains the fainting spell. That can happen in the first trimester.”


“That’s impossible.” Annabeth’s voice is as sharp as her dagger. “I’m on the pill.”


“Well, it isn’t 100% effective, Annabeth. Things can still happen.”


“They should put that on the box!” She exclaims.


“They do.” He notes. “Have you missed your menstrual cycle?”


Annabeth wants to cringe, discussing this with someone she used to go to summer camp with. Though their summer camp was more bloody and death-y than most, it’s still weird.


“No,” she says at first, then reconsiders. How long has it been? She’s been so preoccupied with work… “Maybe? I can’t remember.”


Will offers her a sympathetic smile. “You’re pregnant. I’m sorry, the blood test doesn’t lie.”


“Well, what the fuck?” Is the most eloquent response she can muster.


“Annabeth?” His voice is gentle, quiet. “There are…options.”


Options. She knows this. She knows the options. Adoption, abortion. Both completely acceptable options for whatever reason she may choose them. Both preferable to screwing up a kid she didn’t even want, right?


“Yeah.” Annabeth clears her throat. Her hands are shaking, and her heart is thundering in her chest. Her neck feels sweaty, she wishes she’d worn her hair up today so it wasn’t sticking to her damp skin.


Her throat is full of clay. Why can’t she breathe?


“Hey, it’s alright.” Will’s hand is on her shoulder, careful not to move too quickly. “Take a deep breath. It’s going to be fine.”


“I-I have to go.” Annabeth shoves him off and grabs her purse, forcing her trembling legs through the curtain.


She ignores Will’s worried calls and footsteps behind her. Annabeth makes a beeline for the front entrance, flying past the receptionist and out onto the street. She still feels wobbly from her stupid fainting spell, but she forces her jelly legs into gear and races for the nearest subway entrance.


She isn’t sure where she’s going. She just has to get away from here.


This can’t be happening. This can’t be happening.


For the first time since their last quest, Annabeth Chase is afraid. No, she is terrified.


She can’t do this. She isn’t built for this. Pregnancy, motherhood, being a happy-go-lucky maternal figure who bakes cookies and wears floral dresses.


How is she supposed to do this? The closest thing she’s ever had to a real parent was the fucking centaur who ran the demigod camp where she spent her entire childhood.


Oh fuck. Oh gods. No, no, no, no this isn’t happening.


This is not part of the plan. This is not in her blueprints. There’s no room for this in the carefully mapped out landscape of her permanent life.


Percy. He was built in, like a feature that came with each model of her possible future. He was a no-brainer. Constant.


Her job, architecture, her passion. That too was a given.


This? This had not even made it to the first draft. This can’t be part of her schematics. It doesn’t make any sense. It isn’t logical. It doesn’t fit.


She can’t do this.


It takes a while for her to realize she’s traveled nearly 30 blocks, and Percy should be getting home any minute now. He’ll be worried when he notices she isn’t there. With the wait at the ER, it’s now well past five in the evening.


Percy. What is she going to tell him?


They’ve just purchased an apartment, a beautiful, expensive apartment that they spent five years saving up for. Every extra penny, every date night budget, every inch of their lives they’d expended to be able to buy this place together. Annabeth is currently remodeling it to her exact specifications, as had always been her dream when she found her own place. Percy was gracious enough to allow her to redesign to her heart’s content.


How is she supposed to bring a baby to live there? The kitchen sink isn’t even braced yet.


Eventually, she gets off the subway and reroutes back toward their neighborhood. Percy must be calling her, but she hasn’t glanced at her cellphone since leaving the hospital. She knows he doesn’t like to use his if he doesn’t have to. Being the son of Poseidon, it’s better to try not to invite monsters to notice your presence. Even though it’s been years since he’s been attacked.


Oh gods. Monsters. Annabeth hasn’t even considered that, further proof that she is not destined for motherhood.


What if the kid gets killed by monsters? It’s an incomprehensible thought.


By the time she steps across the threshold of the apartment, Annabeth has managed to compose herself into a barely passable mask of calm. Her brain is still screaming at her, but she is able to wrangle the thoughts into a rubber band ball that bounces along inside her skull.


Percy is standing in the kitchen doorway with his phone in hand, pacing back and forth like he’s nervous. When he notices her entrance, his shoulders sag with relief and he drops the phone on the counter, moving toward her.


Percy is more beautiful every single day. Annabeth has watched him grow from an awkward little boy into a strikingly handsome man.


His broad, thick shoulders have filled out significantly. He’s tall, much taller than her now, even though she stands at 5’8 easily. His dark hair curls at his ears, signifying he’s due for a haircut soon. His sea-green eyes settle on her, and instantly she can tell he sees through her calm façade.


“Annabeth.” Percy exhales, clearly trying not to make a big deal, but also looking very worried. “I called you like ten times, dude. Is your phone dead or something? I was starting to feel like a creepy, clingy guy.”


“Yeah, sorry it died.” Annabeth is ashamed at how easily she lies.


“Are you okay?” He demands, looking her up and down like he’s examining her for injuries. “Your work called me an hour ago and said they couldn’t get a hold of you to follow up. You passed out? Went to the hospital? Why wouldn’t you call me?”


Crap. Annabeth should’ve never filled out those stupid emergency contact forms at work.


“I’m fine.” She assures him smoothly. “I was dehydrated, that’s all. A little sleep deprived. Probably all the renovation stuff on top of the museum build. I think I had a fever too.”


She isn’t sure why she lies. Maybe because she can’t even face this herself right now, and trying to deal with his reaction to it would just be too much.


Percy presses the back of his hand against her forehead, eyebrows knitted together. “You don’t feel warm. You were dehydrated? Enough to pass out? Did they give you an IV?”


Ugh. She never should’ve fallen in love with someone so heroic. She’d almost forgotten he is a literal medical professional.


“Yeah.” She shrugs weakly. Oh now this is getting pathetic.


Percy is still watching her carefully. He has quite an adept Annabeth Bullshit Detector, so it’s no surprise that his next question is, “why are you lying to my face, Wise Girl?”


Annabeth sighs, noisily dropping her purse on the kitchen table. She has two options here. Tell him the truth, or bury it even further in a lie.


She doesn’t want to tell him. He will look at her differently, she knows it. She isn’t sure if he wants kids, but she knows even if he doesn’t, he’ll pretend he does. He’ll support her because that’s the kind of man he is. The kind of person he is.


She can’t do that to him. She can’t be someone he’s obligated to. She’s loved him since they were kids. He doesn’t deserve that.


He loves you too, a small, rational part of her brain argues, he’s been with you over a decade stupid. He obviously isn’t here out of obligation.


That’s true, she supposes.


“Your tense silence is incredibly reassuring.” Percy quips, but he can’t hide the small note of concern in his voice.


“Sorry.” Annabeth runs a hand through her tangled hair, jaw clenched. She’s at a crossroads. The words seem to be stuck in her throat, but she doesn’t know if it’s the lying words or the truthful words.


“Annabeth.” Percy takes her hand in his and squeezes it. “If it’s something bad, like life threatening, you know you can tell me, right? I’m not going anywhere, babe. Ever. No matter what.”


Her eyes clench shut. Gods he’s so fucking wonderful. She doesn’t deserve him for a second.


“I can’t do this.” She manages weakly. “I can’t do this, Percy.”


“Do what? You’re kinda freaking me out here Annabeth.”


Annabeth curses under her breath, and tilts her head sideways to meet his eyes. He’s looking at her so worriedly, so lovingly, like he wants to take whatever’s ailing her and impale it on his sword.


“I’m pregnant.”


The words are like poison on her tongue. She nearly recoils just at the thought of it.


Percy’s face does a fun little dance. First, it’s a tango of confusion and disbelief. Then, it’s a waltzing understanding, followed by a freestyle expression of delight. Finally, he lands on a ballet of measured concern.


“I’m guessing from your delivery of the news that you…aren’t happy?” His voice is gentle, and she wants to punch him in the head. He’s handling her. Already, treating her like she’s some fragile flower that needs to be protected. This is exactly what she was afraid of, and he’s only known for a hot two seconds.


“You don’t have to talk to me like I’m a child.” She growls, whirling around to face him straight on.


“Whoa.” Percy throws his hands up defensively. “Sorry, I wasn’t trying to. Just…just trying to figure out what you’re feeling right now, since you clearly aren’t telling me.”


“I don’t want this.” Annabeth says coldly. “I can’t be pregnant. I can’t be a mom. I can’t have a baby.”


“Can’t?” He prompts.


“Don’t want.” Annabeth corrects herself. “I don’t want this. We can’t do this.”


“Okay.” Percy responds calmly. “If this isn’t what you want, Annabeth, I support you. We’ll do whatever you-”


“That’s such a cop out answer.” She cuts him off angrily. “It’s all up to me to make the awful choice?”


“No, that’s not what I’m saying.” Percy is being surprisingly collected, when normally he’s as hotheaded as she is. It only makes her angrier. All of a sudden he thinks she can’t take what she dishes out anymore?


Why are you so angry? That small voice in her head asks. This isn’t his fault. It isn’t his fault you’re so afraid.


“What do you want, Annabeth?” He asks coolly. “What do you want to do?”


Her immediate instinct is to say I don’t want any of this. I don’t even want to answer these questions.


But unfortunately, she can’t do that. For some reason, even though she knows she has to get rid of the pregnancy, the thought makes her feel…weird. Bad feelings. Unexplainable feelings.


“If you’re not sure, that’s okay.” Percy says into the thick silence. “Do you know…how far along you are?”


Oh gods. Hearing him say those words is just all too weird on its own.


“Seven weeks.” The words are a ghost on her lips. “There’s not much time to…decide.”


“You aren’t sure?” He asks gently.


Annabeth shakes her head. No. She isn’t sure.


“That’s okay.” He repeats, sounding a little like a broken record.


“What do you want?” She asks him. “And don’t lie and say whatever I want. Be honest.”


Percy clears his throat, glancing down at his socks on the hardwood floor. It’s quiet for a moment, and he seems to be mulling something over.


“You want honesty?” He asks.


“Yes.”


“I don’t want it to influence how you feel about it.” Percy says hesitantly.


“You sure think highly of yourself.” She bites back.


His lips twitch in a small smile. “I’m glad your sarcasm bone isn’t broken.”


“The doctors say it may have even gotten bigger.” Annabeth quips, though she feels herself smiling a bit, in spite of the nightmarish day she’s had.


“I think it could be really amazing.” Percy admits, not meeting her eyes, like he’s embarrassed. “I know we’ve never talked about it before, but I’ve thought about it. A lot. I never brought it up because you know…it’s your body and I figured if you wanted it you’d mention it on your own time. And if you didn’t want it that was okay too.”


“You want the baby?” She asks.


“I don’t want anything that would make you unhappy.” He replies. “That is the truth. If having this baby would make you unhappy, or if it’s something you don’t want, I am being honest when I say I wouldn’t want it either. But if you do want it…I think it could be pretty awesome.”


“You want to be a dad.” Annabeth’s voice is a little surprised, realization seeping into her tone. She’d never known this about him.


Though, she figures she should’ve guessed. He’s so caring with his little sister Estelle, and the younger kids they train at Camp Half Blood, and pretty much any baby he passes by on the busy streets. Hazel and Frank welcomed a baby boy last year, and Percy had been overjoyed to visit the kid, playing with his toes and making silly faces that had the baby squealing with laughter. Annabeth did have to admit, that was a pretty cute scene.


They’re both twenty-seven. They’re adults with full time jobs and their own place. They’ve been in a relationship for a decade. It’s…well, it’s not like it isn’t a normal thing for them to do at this point.


“I do want that.” Percy responds carefully. “But I don't want it with someone who doesn’t want the same. And I can be perfectly happy and fulfilled without it.”


“Would you rather be with someone who’s ready to be a mom?” Annabeth wonders, before she can consider if it’s something she wants to know the answer to.


Instead of answering, Percy closes the distance between them and wraps his arms around her shoulders. He pulls her in against his chest, burying his face in her hair and gripping her tightly.


His touch is so safe, so familiar and warm that it relaxes her tense shoulders. She melts into his embrace.


“I want you, Annabeth. Forever. That’s all I’ve ever wanted. As long as I have that, everything else is just details.”


Gods, he’s so fucking perfect. He’s everything.


Annabeth can’t help but think of the possibilities. For a moment, she allows herself to be awash in the warm, cozy feelings coursing through her body right now.


A little baby, with dark curly hair and sea-green eyes. Dimpled cheeks and Percy’s loud, thundering laugh.


Annabeth is broken beyond repair, in many ways. She never had a family growing up. Percy and her demigod friends are the closest thing she’s ever had to it. She would be poisonous to this child.


But Percy? He’s everything good. He’s warmth, radiant light, hope, strength, humor. How could something made from him… ever be bad?


What is she thinking? She can’t do this. It’s insane. It’s impossible. It won’t work. It will fall apart.


Percy is the only thing she can count on. Everything else is frightening unknowns.


“I’m scared.” She whispers into his shirt, ashamed and humiliated.


“Who isn’t?” Percy murmurs. “Don’t let that get in the way. You don’t have to decide anything today, Annabeth.”


“Okay.” Annabeth inhales slowly, trying to regain her composure. “Okay.”


“In the meantime.” He says. “Why don’t we get some food in you? Passing out can’t be good.”


“Will says it’s normal.” She replies shortly. She doesn’t want him to start doing this, fussing over her, treating her like she’s weak, like she needs to be babied.


“Annabeth.” Percy pries their bodies apart so she’s forced to look at his face. “I know you’re a badass, and you don’t need your fiancé to take care of you. But right now I’m feeling pretty useless and shitty. So if you don’t mind, I’d like to cook dinner for the woman I love. Is that alright?”


Properly chastised, she nods. “Yes. Don’t feel shitty, Percy.”


He sighs heavily as he turns and heads into the kitchen. It’s quiet for a moment while he fiddles with pots and pans, puttering around the room to begin preparations for their dinner.


Annabeth trails after him, hesitantly taking a seat at the unfinished bar top counter. She’s nearly done renovating the kitchen, then she’s planning to move on to the den. Percy is relieved to have the stove and oven in working order again. All that’s left is bracing the new sink and varnishing the countertops.


She watches him cook. It’s an intimate ritual for Percy. His mom is the one who taught him, and he sees it as a show of love and affection. Growing up, Sally and Percy didn’t have much to their names, but she always did her best to give him home-cooked meals. To Percy, the greatest act of love (aside from sacrificing yourself for someone) is feeding them.


There is a fleeting thought in her mind of him preparing fluffy blue pancakes for a toddler in a high chair. Annabeth quickly dispels the image, confused and disturbed by her psyche's sudden influx of bizarre thoughts. She does not daydream about babies or stupid domestic moments involving high chairs.


Annabeth rests her chin in her palm, and watches the man she loves make her dinner.


For right now, it’s all she has the capacity for.
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Choices.


Annabeth likes having them, most of the time. When it’s about what to have for lunch, or which material would be best to frame their fireplace, or what type of weapon to use in a fight.


She doesn't like wrestling with a choice like this.


It’s been one week since she found out about…the thing. She is now eight weeks in, making progress that she cannot undo. If she doesn’t decide soon…


This thought consumes her mind as she awakens before her alarm early on a Friday morning. The spring sunlight is just beginning to peek through the trees as her eyes fly open, and she realizes that there is bile rising in her throat. Annabeth throws the comforter aside and scrambles out of bed, just barely making it to the toilet in time to expel the disgusting stream of barf.


Her knees hit the tile and she grips the obsessively clean seat, noting the smell of bleach actually makes her feel even sicker, when she normally loves it. The whole thing is disgusting. Her hair sticks to her face as a clammy sweat beads on her forehead, her breath is ragged, her knuckles are white. Her body shakes as she heaves again and vomits up last night’s pizza.


She hears Percy’s footsteps making their way across the bedroom, and she curses that she didn’t have time to close and lock the door. He pokes his head in the entryway sleepily, but straightens up when he sees his fiancé curled over the toilet puking.


“Oh, okay, okay.” Percy enters the bathroom before Annabeth can ward him off. He grabs a scrunchie from their top drawer and kneels beside her, gathering her blonde curls up in his large hand. He ties the hair back messily without her even having to ask. Then, his palm smooths circles over her upper back, warm and steady as he provides rhythmic motions on the cotton of her t-shirt.


“Go away.” Annabeth groans between streams of vomit. “This is the worst.”


“C’mon Wise Girl, I’ve seen you in the pits of Tartarus and you were still the most beautiful person on the planet. This is nothing.”


She can’t muster up much of a reply, because she is immediately hunched over and barfing again.


“It’s gonna be okay.” He murmurs gently, still rubbing her back. “Just try to breathe.”


“This blows.” She manages.


“I know.” His hands leave her back for a moment, and she almost whines at the loss of contact. He returns quickly with a cool, wet rag and passes it to her.


Annabeth wipes her mouth and face, exhaling loudly as she flushes the toilet and shuts the lid. She rests her chin on the cold porcelain and closes her eyes, not trusting her shaken stomach enough to move.


“Stay put, I’m gonna get you some water.” Percy says.


Annabeth doesn’t offer much in the way of a reply, just a displeased grunt. She is not her best self at the moment.


He’s back quickly, passing her a glass of cold water. Annabeth’s hands are shaking so much that Percy helps her guide the cup to her lips. She feels utterly pathetic and weak, out of control.


It’s the stupid kid, she knows. This is morning sickness, or whatever it’s called. It’s normal. But it’s absolutely unacceptable. She has to give a presentation in two hours.


“How you doing?” Percy checks, touching his palm to her forehead worriedly. “You’re a little clammy. Are you cold?”


She shakes her head. “No, I’m hot. It’s so hot in here.”


He glances down at his own body, fully clothed in sweats and a hoodie. He obviously does not agree that it is hot. They usually keep the AC cranked pretty frigid in the warmer months, especially mid-summer like now.


“Let me guess.” Annabeth mutters sourly. “I’m having hot flashes?”


“Maybe.” Percy shrugs. “What can I do to help?”


“Would you like to carry the child?”


He chuckles. “No, it looks terrible.”


“Hmph. It is.”


Percy hesitates. He hasn’t asked again about her decision making, clearly not wanting to pressure her. But she knows he is well aware of the ticking clock on the entire situation.


“So…” his voice trails off unsurely, “what are you thinking?”


“I’m thinking we need a new bathroom cleaner. This bleach smell is making me sick.”


“I’ll get a new one this week.” He promises. “And the other thing?”


Annabeth lays her face back down on the cold toilet seat lid. An unpleasant safe haven in their sweltering bathroom. It’s so damn hot. She feels frail and bloated at the same time, sweaty and hot and sick all at once. It’s the actual worst.


“I… don’t know.” She replies.


“Okay.” He nods patiently. “I’m here.”


“Thank you.” Annabeth offers him a weak smile. “I’m sorry I’m so terrible right now.”


“Hey, don’t say that. I’m sorry you’re going through this. I wish I could fix it.”


“You’re so sweet.” She sighs and beckons him closer with a limp hand. Percy scoots in, wrapping his arms around her and pulling her close so her head is resting on his chest, her body situated between his spread legs. She lays her hands on his thighs, squeezing the firm muscles there.


“Nice firefighter legs.” She muses. “I’ll bet you crack a watermelon with these bad boys.”


“For the last time, I am not doing that.”


“Buzzkill.”


“And everyone thinks I’m the irresponsible one.” He rolls his eyes good-naturedly.


“It’s so hot in here, Percy.” Annabeth is ashamed at how pathetic her voice sounds.


“I’m sorry babe. I can go turn the air down more.”


“No, our bill will skyrocket.”


“Here.” He straightens his fingers out and fans her face lightly with his large hand. It’s nice, a gentle breeze on her sweaty skin.


“Mm. Thank you. You have such good ideas in your Seaweed Brain.”


“I can tell you’re not feeling well.” Percy laughs. “You’re being awfully nice to me.”


“I’m gonna be sick again.” Annabeth says suddenly.


“Okay, okay.” He reaches forward and throws the lid up just in time for her to lean over the bowl and expel more barf. He rubs her back and murmurs sweet nothings to her, while her body trembles violently.


“I’m sorry, Annabeth.” Percy whispers as she finally spits up the last of the bile and wipes her mouth again with the wet rag.


“Not your fault.” She assures him.


“Maybe we shouldn't do this.” He says nervously.


“Do this?”


“You’re already feeling so terrible, I can’t stand to see you like this. If you were already having doubts before…” he winces, “I don’t think it gets easier from here.”


Annabeth laughs weakly. “Stop making it sound like a challenge.”


“Right, sorry. I forgot you’re insanely competitive and will take on anything that sounds like it’s going to be difficult and awful.” He brushes a wayward curl from her face and his eyes soften. “I’m worried about you, Wise Girl. You’re not yourself lately. If this is really making you so unhappy…”


“I’m not unhappy.” She finds herself saying, and it’s true. She’s terrified, stressed, nauseous and feeling completely out of place in her own body. But… weirdly enough, she isn’t unhappy. She’s even feeling like maybe she can sort of handle this.


“You can be honest if you are.” Percy assures her. “I wouldn’t blame you at all.”


“No, really.” Annabeth sighs, reaching up to caress his cheek tenderly. She isn’t sure why, but suddenly she’s overwhelmed with affection for him. He always looks out for her and puts her first.


“Honestly, I don’t know what to do yet. I’m so scared. But I’m not unhappy. Even if we…have it, I could never be unhappy with you.”


“Really?” The corner of his mouth pulls up in a smile.


“Yeah Seaweed Brain, you’re like, my person.” She nudges his shoulder playfully.


“I think you’re having mood swings.” He mutters. 


“I’m not even angry at you for saying that.” 


“Wow,” Percy shakes his head, like he can’t believe it’s his fiancé who’s saying these words. Annabeth finds herself smiling weakly. Even though she feels shitty, even though she’s scared, even though the odds feel stacked against her, it’s hard to be too down when Percy Jackson is by her side.


Life is strangely normal for the next few days.


Annabeth wakes up in the morning, vomits her absolute brains out while Percy holds her hair and rubs her back like he isn’t disgusted. Then, they get ready. She heads off to the office and he goes to the station.


Usually she feels better by the time her feet cross the threshold of the office building. She’d managed to save face by saying she had low blood sugar the day of her fainting spell. Her boss is mostly just happy she’s not suing for any company related head injuries.


There are a few moments throughout the day where she smells something particularly strong, like Scott’s extra Irish coffee that she’s not supposed to mention, or Cherry’s cheap Magnolia perfume, and she worries she’s going to toss her cookies all over the desk. But, luckily, she manages to hold herself together.


Percy had told her to drink lots of water, and he’d gotten a few cases of ginger ale for her to bring to work. Gentle sips seem to help, though she doesn't have much appetite for food. He calls a few times a day to check in. She tells herself this isn’t weird. He always does that. But it feels different now. Like he’s calling to make sure she’s not going to have a mental breakdown, or pass out again, rather than just calling to say hello.


She supposes it’s nice. He cares. Even though it makes her feel like a hapless child being babysat.


Percy has a twenty-four hour shift today, so when she gets off work, Annabeth is not in her usual hurry to get home. She heads to the store for a few errands, knowing they need to restock on groceries. She glances at the messily scribbled list she’d prepared this morning before leaving.


In her own handwriting:


Eggs
Almand milk
Chicken
Oranqes
Avocaudos Avocados
Bread
And beneath hers, in even worse handwriting, Percy’s:


sereal
blue food color
those little penne noodles i like u know the ones
tomatos
onyons
doed deodorent
Two severely dyslexic demigods just doing their best to write out things so their ADHD didn’t get in the way and make them forget all their groceries. Nothing new there.


She strolls through the aisles, grabbing what they need and crossing off their surely misspelled words as she navigates the familiar store. She’s nearly gotten everything on the list when she stops short, realizing what section she’s in.


Rows of small baby onesies fan out in front of her, stacked plastic bottles and colorful toys. Tiny little shoes with butterflies on them. Bibs, baby baths, little jeans that make zero practical sense but are undoubtedly very cute.


Annabeth finds herself frozen, eyes locking on a particular onesie in the middle of the section. It’s pastel blue, with a zipper from the tiny boot all the way up to the soft neckline. There are small whales decorating the sides, and rippling waves of ocean dancing around the curves of the fabric.


Strangely, her first thought is that Percy would love it. Her second, is imagining a small baby with dark green eyes and curly brown hair, fresh from a bath and dressed in the blue pajamas.


Her hands clench on the cart, eyes still set hard on the onesie. There’s a feeling in her chest that she can’t quite discern. Sort of like her morning sickness, there’s a bubbling in her stomach that makes her tense like she needs to beeline for the bathroom. But it settles, and she finds herself walking toward the onesie as if in a trance. Fingers brushing the soft cotton, she runs the material over in her hands.


It’s nothing special, just some off brand Target merchant making mass-produced baby clothes. Probably in a sweatshop somewhere. Not ethical or original. But…well, it’s really cute.


Without intending to, her hand drifts to her unchanged middle, resting over the lower half of her stomach. She feels nothing, obviously, the kid is just a clump of cells with no discernable features. Still, somehow, it doesn’t feel utterly unnatural to do this. It feels…weirdly reassuring. She suddenly feels less alone, less afraid.


“So it’s true,” a voice from behind her says.


Annabeth whirls around, ready to retrieve the dagger from her ankle holster, when she notices a familiar face. In the middle of the baby section at Target, Athena Goddess of Wisdom is staring disdainfully at a row of Hercules themed pajama sets.


“Mother?” Annabeth exclaims, trying to keep her composure. She hasn’t seen her mother in years. It’s not like they have the type of relationship where casual drop-ins are to be expected.


Athena levels her chin, nodding once. “Hello, daughter. I take it the news I hear on Olympus is true, then? You are expecting a child with the son of the sea god?”


“You- the news…how…” Annabeth shakes her head. “You know?”


“As it were, my not-so-charming brother Apollo keeps close tabs on his children now that he’s created some silly mortal bond with them. He happened to overhear that William Solace delivered the news to you. I had to find out from his cheerful congratulations.”


Annabeth swallows the lump in her throat. “So…you’re here…to what? Congratulate me?”


“Hardly.” Athena scoffs, glancing around them at the racks of baby clothes. “This is not the future I envisioned for you.”


Her face screws up in confusion. Her mother has always been so frustrating. “What? I’m a successful architect. I lived past my teen years. I’m pretty much the definition of best case scenario for a demigod.”


“Procreating with him,” Athena snarls. “I accepted you had a silly crush on him, but this? Why do you insist on humiliating me?”


Annabeth rears back like she’s been slapped. She feels sick to her stomach. She hadn’t exactly expected a welcome wagon from their distant relatives on Olympus, but this was definitely not something she’d seen coming.


“I-I don’t know what to say.” She manages weakly. She can’t deny that her mother’s words hurt. Even though she’s been unsure of this herself, she never for a second thought this pregnancy was any sort of humiliation. It wasn’t…it wasn’t the baby’s fault.


“You shouldn’t have the child.” Athena says simply. “I won’t support this.”


“I-what?”


“I think you should rid yourself of this burden and move on.” She repeats. “I just thought you might like to know where your mother stands on the issue.”


Annabeth breathes in through her nose, trying to quell the nausea that’s bubbling up in her stomach. “But, I-”


“I didn’t come here to argue with you.” Athena cuts her off. “You of course are free to do as you wish. I am simply stating my stance on the matter. I think having the child would be a mistake. I know you don’t want it anyway. You shouldn’t bow to his will because he is powerful.”


Her shoulders tense defensively, “Percy would never-”


“I know, I know, he is wonderful and pure and the sun shines out of him like he’s a radiant star himself.” Athena rolls her eyes. “I’m aware you’re quite jaded in his favor. That’s fine. I know the two of you have been together some time. I just don’t want you to take on this burden because he wants it.”


“Well.” Annabeth’s voice is cold. “You’ve made your point.”


“I suppose I have.” Athena nods sternly. “Best of luck, Annabeth.”


In the next moment, she’s gone. Annabeth is left staring stupidly at a pajama set that reads: My Other Bottle is a Boob


Ugh. That’s the tackiest thing she’s ever seen.


Before she can process everything that’s just happened, an unpleasant swell of nausea churns in her stomach, and she frantically reaches over the small trash can just outside the aisle. Vomiting in public is new, and just as embarrassing as one would imagine.


“Oh, dear.” A kindly voice approaches her from behind, and she glances sideways to see a middle-aged woman in a red Target t-shirt hurry over.


“I’m so sorry.” Annabeth manages, hunching over the trash can to barf again. “I-”


“Sweetheart, don’t be sorry.” The employee, whose name tag reads Hester says. “How far along?”


“How did you know…?”


“You’re vomiting in the baby section, dear.”


“Oh. Eight weeks.” She replies sheepishly.


“It’s a hard time.” Hester reaches out and pats her shoulder. It’s actually nice, and not weird like it normally is to be touched by a stranger. Her hand is warm and comforting. “Don’t worry dear, this passes. In a few weeks you’re going to feel like you’ve taken a dip in the fountain of youth.”


Annabeth chuckles dryly, wiping at her mouth with the back of her sleeve. Her other hand wraps around her middle, and she inhales shakily, trying to regain her confidence that she won’t expel again.


“Hard to see an end in sight.” She admits quietly.


Hester smiles, and the wrinkles around her eyes make her look as though she’s lived a thousand wonderful lives. “I know. Have you told the baby’s father?”


“Yes.” Annabeth nods, and smiles gratefully when Hester hands her a handkerchief she pulls from…somewhere on her person. Older people always just seem to have those. “He is…he’s perfect. Very supportive.”


Hester pats her shoulder once more. “You’ll be just fine sweetie.”


“Thank you so much.” Annabeth wipes at her face and clutches the handkerchief. “How can I reach out to you to return this?”


“Please dear, don’t even worry about it.” She waves a dismissive hand. “I’m here three days a week in the evenings. If you run into me again, I’ll take it.”


“Thank you.” She repeats, unable to express how appreciative she is of this woman’s undeserved kindness.


“Were you looking at something in particular?” Hester asks, glancing curiously at the cart full of groceries, and then around them at the onesies.


Annabeth’s cheeks feel warm as she gestures to the whale onesie. “No. But I like this one. Is it too early to be doing things like that?”


“Oh not at all!” Hester assures her. “You’re just excited. This is the most wonderful blessing anyone could have. I say buy all the onesies you can!”


Annabeth can’t help but hear her mother’s voice in her head. You shouldn’t have the child.


Hester takes the onesie off the rack and smiles. “It is very cute. Would you like me to do a price check?”


“No thank you.” Annabeth shakes her head, not realizing until after she speaks that she’s made a decision. “I’m going to buy it.”


Percy gets home the next evening at six thirty.


Annabeth is in the kitchen, delicately spooning handfuls of his favorite Thai food out onto multiple plates. She’d considered cooking, but she didn’t want to punish him.


She hears his heavy footsteps enter the apartment, the sound of his bag hitting the floor and his sneakers sliding off with a light thud. She smiles, listening to him near the kitchen entryway until he speaks.


“Hey there Wise Girl.”


Annabeth whirls around, throwing her arms around his neck and pulling him in. He seems a little surprised by the eager embrace, but quickly submits to it. They hug tightly for a beat, and then she presses her lips against his.


He tastes like Ice Breakers and Gatorade, his go-to snacks on a long shift. His dark hair is disheveled, falling over his forehead in a messy disarray that frames his handsome face perfectly. There are tired bags under his green eyes, but they’re still the most beautiful eyes she’s ever seen.


Their mouths part after a few intense moments, and he’s grinning at her like he hasn’t seen her in weeks. His fingers come up to brush a springy curl behind her ear, and she catches his hand in hers, kissing each of his knuckles delicately. “I missed you too.” He says in a gentle voice.


“Missed you more.” She replies simply. “There’s something for you on the counter.”


Percy turns his head to spot a small, neatly wrapped present box on the unfinished countertop. Obviously intrigued, he frees himself from her arms to grab the box.


“A present for me?” He counts visibly on his fingers. “It’s not my birthday for a while.”


“Just open it, Seaweed Brain.”


Needing no further encouragement, Percy unceremoniously rips off the little bow she’d placed on the top. His fingers slide beneath the wrapping paper and tear it to shreds, revealing a square, artsy gray box within. Annabeth is nothing if not thorough.


When he lifts the lid, a confused expression etches across his face. Brows furrowed, he reaches in and gathers up the fabric in one hand. He sets the empty box down, and unfolds the blue onesie, eyes widening.


Percy glances between the onesie and Annabeth’s face, as if trying to discern some sort of complex math equation. It’s quiet for a moment, and she doesn’t speak, letting him absorb what it means.


“So…” Percy looks away from the onesie to her, “does this mean…?”


“If you’re in,” Annabeth shrugs. “I’m in.”


There’s a rush of air from his lungs like someone’s squeezed him. Percy clutches the onesie to his chest with one hand, and reaches for her with the other. He crushes her into him, squeezing so hard she can feel the air leave her lungs.


“Crushing…the…baby…” she gasps.


“Oh, sorry sorry.” Percy pulls back, laughing a little breathlessly. He’s not usually so touchy-feely, or so emotional, but Annabeth has to admit, it’s nice to see him looking so elated.


“Is this okay?” She asks.


“Is it okay?” He shakes his head in disbelief and plants a hard kiss on her lips. “It’s the second best thing that’s ever happened to me, Annabeth.”


Her mouth twitches. “What’s the first?”


“Meeting you.”


Annabeth grins. It’s such a dumb, cheesy line. But it strikes her heart through the middle like an arrow. She falls back against his chest, clinging to him like he’s life sustaining. And she thinks maybe he is, a little bit.


“So what made you decide, if you don’t mind me asking?” Percy wonders. “This feels…sudden.”


She looks at her feet, trying not to remember her mother’s acidic words in the Target baby aisle. Truthfully, while it was incredibly hurtful, she’s grateful Athena had shown up and said what she did. It cleared the path for Annabeth more than she could’ve expected.


“I got some unexpected wisdom.” Annabeth muses.


Percy arches an eyebrow, reading her face. “Did…your mom…”


“Showed up in the middle of Target. Told me not to have the baby.”


Percy’s nose wrinkles, and his eyes dart to the ceiling like he’s sending a curse up to Olympus with his mind.


“I’ll watch my mouth.” He says carefully, though there is anger visible in his face.


“Hey, it’s actually alright. It helped me a lot.” Annabeth presses her hand on his chest, smiling when his own fingers instinctively come up to lock with hers. “She’s been wrong before, very wrong. About you. About us. And if having this baby makes me half as happy as being with you has… I’ll know it’s the right decision.”


“Gods, I love you.” He kisses her again, and it’s so intense and urgent that it makes her head spin.


“Are you scared?” She finds herself asking after they’ve both had a moment to come down from the elation.


Percy nods, never one to lie for her benefit. “Yup. Terrified.”


“Me too.” She agrees.


“But you know what?” Percy reaches forward and cups her cheek, meeting her eyes. “We’ve had much scarier adventures before.”


“The Underworld.”


“The Labyrinth.”


“The Titan Lord.”


“Tartarus.”


They stare at each other, breaths heavy in the quiet kitchen, lips tilted in smiles, feeling closer than either of them could remember.


“If we can handle all of that.” Percy says softly. “We can handle anything.”


She grabs his hand and grips it tightly. “I think you’re right.”


Whatever he’s about to say is interrupted by the sound of Annabeth’s stomach growling ferociously. Her face feels warm, but Percy just smirks.


“Let’s not keep you waiting, then.” He says. “Eating for two now.”


“Ugh. Don’t start saying stuff like that.” She warns him.


“When are you going to learn that telling me not to do stuff makes me want to do it more?” He demands.


“Fine, don’t draw me a hot bath and pour me a glass of wine tonight.” She quips.


Percy cocks an eyebrow as he heads toward the counter to see the food she’s prepared. “Wine, babe?”


“Why not?”


He turns to face her, expression expectant. It takes her a moment to understand. Then, she curses.


“Crap. I forgot.”


“Now we have an excuse to dump the stuff.” He says cheerfully. “I’ll do it tomorrow.”


Percy does not drink. He’s never told her why, but she knows it’s because of memories of his first stepfather, Gabe. The guy was a drunken jerk. Annabeth doesn’t drink either really, just the occasional glass of red wine to unwind after a long day at work. That will be difficult to give up.


“I’ll draw you a bath.” He promises. “As soon as we eat.”


“I guess that’ll have to do.” Annabeth says drearily. “I think the next few months are probably going to be full of little compromises like that, huh?”


Percy chuckles. “If anyone can handle it, it’s you.”


She isn’t sure about that, but she knows that with Percy by her side, handling things is much easier.


Annabeth calls Will Solace on her cell phone the next day.


He’s tried to get ahold of her several times since she ran off at the hospital, but she’s been avoiding him. She owes him an apology. And to let him know what she’s decided.


He answers on the second ring. “Annabeth?”


“Hey Will, what, are you waiting on me or something?”


“You dick. I’ve called you like forty times the past week. You’ve had me worried sick!”


“I’m sorry.” Her voice is genuine, she feels bad for the way she bailed on him at the hospital. “I…didn’t handle that news as maturely as I probably could’ve.”


“No shit.” Will mutters into the receiver. “So, are you feeling okay? I take it you had the abortion?”


A stab of hurt echoes through her chest at his words, though she understands why he’d make that assumption.


“Um, no.” She replies uncomfortably. “I’ve…decided…to keep it.”


“You’re keeping the baby?”


She wishes he didn’t sound so surprised. “Yes, Will.”


“Oh, I’m sorry. I…assumed… I shouldn't have assumed. I’m so sorry.”


“It’s okay. I know that’s how it seemed. I wrestled with it.”


“Annabeth!” He exclaims, like he’s just realized something. “You must be nearly ten weeks now! You need to have an ultrasound! And blood work, and-”


“That’s actually why I’m calling.” She interrupts. “Could you refer me to an OBGYN?”


Will’s line is quiet for a moment, then he asks, “don’t you have a gynecologist?”


Annabeth cringes. “Ew, no.”


“Annabeth Chase, tell me you get regular check-ups?!”


“Will Solace, I don’t even go to the doctor when I’m sick. Let alone when I’m healthy.”


“I’m going to have a heart attack.”


“Okay, is there anyone you can refer me to?”


“I’ll get you a list.” He says, voice stern. “This is serious, Chase. You have to be visiting the doctor regularly during pregnancy. It’s not something you can brush off. Even if you feel fine. The baby needs-”


“Will, I’ll do what I’m supposed to, okay? You don’t have to act like I’m some evil woman who wouldn’t want my kid to be healthy.” She doesn’t mean to snap, but he’s starting to get on her nerves. So preachy.


“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean-”


“It’s fine. I’m sorry. I’m…a little temperamental these days.”


“That’s normal.”


“Just, get me the list, okay?”


“Sure. Um, Annabeth?”


“Yeah?”


“For what it’s worth, I’m really happy for you two. You and Percy are going to be great parents. This kid is really lucky.”


Her chest feels warm and gooey all of a sudden. His words wash over her, and her shoulders relax. How could she have been so rude to sweet Will Solace?


“Thanks, Will. That means a lot.”


“Of course. Talk soon, bye.”


“Bye.”


Far as the Eye Can See
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“I hate doctor’s offices.” Percy’s voice is low as he glances around the fluorescent-lit lobby like he’s afraid a monster is going to pop out from behind the reception desk with fangs bared.


“Me too.” Annabeth agrees, drumming her fingers nervously on Percy’s knee.


They’re currently awaiting their first ultrasound appointment. She’s ten weeks tomorrow, and they’re a little behind schedule on this stuff.


“Why does it always smell like aloe vera?” He demands.


“I think it’s the hand sanitizer.” Annabeth gestures to the multiple sanitizing dispensers around the office. “The aloe vera is supposed to keep your skin soft.”


“Ugh. I hate that.”


“Me too. It feels like slime.”


He snorts. “You get me, you know that?”


“Ditto, Seaweed Brain.” She nudges his shoulder with a small smile.


“Are you nervous?”


“Yeah. You?”


“A little.” He offers her a winning smile. “It’s gonna be okay, though.”


“I’m sure.” She nods.


She isn’t sure, but she doesn’t want to tell him that. Really, she’s gone this entire time without any sort of medical care. Who knows what the state of things is? She’s trying not to get attached to the idea that everything is perfect and as it should be.


She’s read the statistics, even though Percy begged her not to. They aren’t out of the woods yet, not until the second trimester. Anything can happen between now and then.


And even after then. There are no guarantees until the baby is safe in her arms. She would hate to allow herself to get too confident.


“Annabeth Chase?” Her name is called by the pale-skinned nurse poking her head out of the revolving door.


She gets to her feet with Percy right on her heels, hovering nervously, and also looking like he isn’t sure what to do with his hands.


“My name is Miranda, how are you feeling today, Ms. Chase?” The nurse asks kindly as she leads them into a small triage area.


“I feel great.” Annabeth says.


“She’s had some pretty bad morning sickness.” Percy corrects, fully aware of her habit of lying during doctor’s appointments to avoid prolonging the experience. She hates fuss.“Nearly every morning, doesn’t usually abate until she’s been up for an hour or two.”


Miranda smiles at Percy. “Alright Dad, I see you’re very involved.”


“Dad?” His eyes go wide, and he looks at Annabeth like he’s asking if she heard the same thing he did.


Annabeth’s heart clenches and she manages a weak smile. “I guess you’d better get used to that.”


“Did it just get hot in here?” He wipes his forehead, and Miranda laughs.


“Ms. Chase, please go ahead and step up on the scale for me here. Then we’ll take some vitals and history.”


Annabeth hands Percy her bag and stands on the scale, hardly even noticing the numbers as they slide across digitally. She does hear Percy’s weight shift as he moves closer, and she does notice the frown on Miranda’s face.


“Where’s the fire?” She demands, glancing down at the numbers. Then, she realizes something that has her face paling.


“I’ve lost eight pounds?” Annabeth gasps. “How…”


This isn’t good. You’re supposed to gain weight when you’re pregnant, right? Not lose it.


“You’re a little underweight, dear.” Miranda says. “How tall are you?”


“5’8.”


“From the morning sickness?” Percy’s voice is concerned, though he’s clearly trying not to sound alarmist.


“Perhaps that’s contributed, yes.” Miranda says. “Dear, have you upped your caloric intake? An extra 300 calories a day at least?”


Annabeth’s throat feels dry. “Um, no. I haven’t had much of an appetite.”


“I’ll mark it down for the doctor.” She replies. “Don’t worry too much, weight tends to fluctuate in the early months.”


“She had a fainting spell two weeks ago.” Percy adds. “Do you think it could be related?”


Annabeth glares at him. Why is he giving all her business to this random lady?


“It could be.” Miranda nods as she removes a blood pressure cuff and nods for Annabeth to sit down in the adjacent chair. “The morning sickness, the strain of pregnancy on the body, and not getting enough food. Sounds like a good recipe for passing out.”


Percy holds her bag against his chest, watching her with intense eyes. She doesn’t like the way he’s looking at her, like he’s worried she’ll break in half at any moment.


“I’m fine.” She assures him while Miranda fastens the blood pressure cuff to her bicep. “Stop looking all worried.”


“I’m not.” He insists.


“Blood pressure is a tad high.” Miranda says, scribbling something in her notes.


Annabeth scowls. She wishes this nurse would stop giving them bad news.


Percy only looks more concerned. He asks for her levels, and Miranda exchanges numbers with him that mean nothing to Annabeth. Percy, a trained EMT, doesn’t appear to like the numbers.


“How can we better manage that?” He asks worriedly.


“Could be stress.” Miranda says. “Nothing to fret about just yet.”


“Stop fretting or your blood pressure will go up.” Annabeth warns him.


She hates seeing Percy look all squirrely and concerned. He’s supposed to be easygoing, lighthearted, not uptight. The only thing he ever takes seriously is her safety.


“I’m not fretting.” He mutters.


Miranda takes the rest of her vitals, which thankfully all look normal. She draws a blood sample and makes Annabeth go pee in a cup.


Then, finally, they’re waiting in a freezing cold exam room. Annabeth is pacing back and forth across the room nervously, while Percy watches her with those tight eyes.


“Why do doctors take forever?” She demands, glancing at her watch. “What if we just left? Miranda basically said everything’s fine.”


“She did not say that.” Percy frowns. “And we’re not leaving without an ultrasound.”


“This is boring.”


“Suck it up.”


Before she can retort, the doorknob engages and the door swings open to reveal a tall, slim woman. She has dark skin and long braided hair. Her smile is kind, welcoming, and it settles Annabeth’s shoulders a bit.


“Hello you two. I’m Doctor Mason.”


The trio gets introduced, and within the next few minutes, Annabeth is lying on her back on a cot while the doctor fiddles around with some things. She explains that normally an ultrasound technician would do this, and she would just read the results, but since Annabeth is a new patient, she wants to be here for this part.


“So, Annabeth, what do you do?” Dr. Mason asks as she readies her machine.


“I’m an architect.” She replies. “Percy is a firefighter.”


“Wow! I’ll bet this baby’s gonna inherit some cool skills.”


Yes, and a lifetime supply of monsters on his ass.


“Yup.” Annabeth agrees with a thin smile.


“Alright, I think we’re set to go. Will you go ahead and roll up your shirt and unbutton your jeans?”


Annabeth resists the urge to groan. She unzips her jeans and rolls up her sweater, revealing her bare stomach. She has pretty much avoided looking at it lately, all too aware of the fact that it would be changing pretty drastically soon. But it doesn’t really look any different than she’s used to. Just a little bloated, she thinks.


“I hear you’ve lost some weight.” Dr. Mason says as she flicks off the lights and places a small bib over Annabeth’s thighs. Percy stands beside the bed, watching silently.


“Not on purpose.” Annabeth replies, her voice slightly defensive.


“I know the early months are hard.” The doctor says warmly. “Try to introduce some more calorie-heavy, dense foods. You’re ten weeks in, so you should be gaining at least one to two pounds a week at this point. You’ve got some catching up to do. Even if you throw it back up, you should still eat it.”


“Stuff my face, got it.” Annabeth says dryly.


Dr. Mason chuckles. “With healthy options, of course. Though, don’t hesitate to indulge. Now is the time.”


“Annabeth’s idea of indulgence is buttered popcorn.” Percy says with an amused smile.


“I think we can go even crazier.” The doctor laughs. “Enjoy some dessert, Annabeth. It’s good for the baby. That’s not a medical opinion, but it’s good for the mother too.”


“Will do.” Annabeth smiles. “If the stupid morning sickness lets up ever.”


“You should be nearly through it.” She squeezes a chilly blue substance onto Annabeth’s belly, and the room goes quiet.


It takes a moment, but after a beat, a fuzzy sound begins echoing through the room. It’s like white noise, with a rhythmic thumping in between each soundwave. It’s hard to decipher what any of it is supposed to be.


“Is the machine malfunctioning?” Annabeth asks worriedly.


“No, babe.” Percy slides his fingers into hers, his voice awed, “that’s the heartbeat.”


“It’s strong and steady.” The doctor says. “Just perfect.”


Percy kisses Annabeth’s knuckles, laughing with elation. Her eyes settle on the screen, where gray mass surrounds a small white blob.


She squints, frowning. “I… don’t see the baby.”


“Right here.” Dr. Mason’s finger comes up and circles the blob on the screen.


Annabeth’s eyebrows furrow even deeper. “I…I still don’t see it?”


“Here.” Percy leans over her and outlines the small, nonsense shape with his index finger. “See? This is the head, and these little things are the arms and legs.”


Annabeth blinks. Is she going crazy? How are they seeing this and she’s not? It’s literally just gray matter and fuzz. Are they pulling some sort of prank on her? That feels mean.


“Do you see it now?” Percy asks.


Annabeth feels wretched with the doctor watching her. She can’t possibly say she doesn’t see it, it’s her baby for crying out loud. That is inside of her right now, and she can’t even decipher it on the ultrasound?


Oh gods. She is going to be a horrible mother. Maybe Athena was right. She isn’t cut out for this. She isn’t even doing the ultrasound right. How-


“Annabeth?” Percy’s tone is slightly concerned now.


“Y-yeah.” She stammers. “I see it now. I feel stupid. I see it now.”


“You’re not stupid.” He frowns. “I’ve done a few prehospital ultrasounds in the ambulance. Otherwise I’d have no idea what I was looking at.”


“I see it.” Annabeth’s tone is sharp.


“Prehospital ultrasounds!” Dr. Mason exclaims. “Sounds intense. Have you ever delivered a baby on the job?”


“Thankfully no.” Percy shudders. “I’d love to keep it that way.”


She laughs. “Fair enough. It’s not everyone’s cup of tea.”


Annabeth scowls. Whose cup of tea is giving birth?


“Well, everything looks great.” Dr. Mason says with a chipper smile. “Baby is on track with development, the only concern I have is your weight. But you two are going to get that all sorted out, right?”


“Yes.” Percy and Annabeth reply at the same time.


“Fantastic. I’ll get you two a few snapshots of these. Are there any questions?”


Percy looks at Annabeth expectantly. She’d planned out a list of questions to ask the doctor, actually. But she’d been scatterbrained this morning and forgotten said list at home. Now her mind feels like empty TV static. All she can think of is that confusing blob she can’t make out.


“Um, no.” She responds, feeling completely moronic.


“I had a few.” Percy cuts in.


He and the doctor begin chatting, but the noise blurs into static in Annabeth’s ears. She stares at the image on the monitor, growing frustrated as she tries to discern the baby’s frame. It seems to get less clear the more she looks at it.


It’s so ridiculous. Why can’t she just see the damn baby? What kind of mother can’t even see her baby?!


She feels like someone else is in the driver seat as Percy helps her off the cot and walks her out with their ultrasound photos tucked in his jacket pocket.


He holds the door for her and gets behind the wheel of the car.


It’s quiet for a few blocks, until he asks, “you doing alright, Wise Girl? You’ve got that quiet, pensive look on your face. Plotting world domination?”


“Always.”


Percy stops the car at a red light, and faces her, a bit more serious. “You’re worrying me a little.”


“What’s new?” She mutters.


“Are you feeling okay?”


“I’m not gonna barf all over the leather, if that’s what you mean.”


“That’s good, but not what I meant. You got quiet at the end of the appointment.” He offers her a small, hesitant smile. “It was kind of a lot. Hearing the heartbeat.”


“No, that was nice.” Annabeth’s hand wraps around and rests on her stomach. It’s so strange to think that their child is there right now.


“I’m gonna venture a guess and say you’re beating yourself up because you couldn’t see the baby at first.” Percy says. “How close am I?”


Pretty close, Seaweed Brain.


“It’s not just at first.” Annabeth replies miserably. “Percy, I didn't see it at all. Aren’t these things supposed to be like, magical moments? Where you instantly bond with your baby and cry over hearing the heart? I didn’t even cry.”


“Neither did I.” He shrugs.


“I’m going to be awful at this, aren't I?”


“Hey, don’t say that.” He pulls through as the light turns green. “Annabeth, it’s a doctor’s appointment. Someone next door was probably getting their ass poked by a rubber glove. It’s not exactly what I think of when I hear the word magical. We’ve seen real magic for crying out loud. I mean, don’t get me wrong. Hearing the heart and seeing the baby, that was amazing. But I still don’t want to cry. We’re just not losers like that.“


“But you saw it. I didn’t.”


Percy suddenly pulls the car sideways and makes a sharp right. He parks haphazardly at a gas station and reaches into his pocket to remove one of the photos. From the dashboard console, he pulls out a sharpie.


“What are you doing?” She demands.


“You’ve never liked those ink blot tests.” He says with concentration as he scribbles on the photo. “And that doesn’t say anything about what kind of mom you’ll be. Here.”


He passes her the photo, which now has a distinct shape outlined in red. Now, she can see a bulbous head, a curved little body, and even two small fin-like appendages that must be the legs.


“I see it!” She exclaims, a giddy laugh breaking through her lips. “I see it! Look, that’s our baby!”


“I know!“ He laughs with her. “Pretty awesome, huh?“


Her hand remains clutched over her stomach, and she feels something wet on her cheeks. “What the hell?”


Percy grins at her. “Wow, I guess you are a loser.“


“I’m crying?” Her voice is confused as she wiped futilely at her face. “I’m crying. I’m crying! Because of the baby! I saw the baby, Percy! Our baby!”


He looks at her lovingly, those green eyes reflecting off the afternoon sunlight from the windshield. His mouth tilts sideways in that troublemaker smile.


“That’s our baby.” He agrees, glancing between the photo and her face. His thumb gently brushes tears off her cheek, “you’re cute, Wise Girl. Very cute.”


“I’m a mess.” She manages.


“No, you’re everything.” He leans toward her and presses their foreheads together. “I can’t believe what you’re doing for us. Giving us a baby. I…this is everything.” It takes a moment of quiet for him to say, “ah, goddamnit.”


Annabeth feels more wetness on her face, but this time it’s coming from him.


“Ha!” She sniffles and pulls away victoriously. “You’re crying too, you loser!”


“Shut up!” He blinks quickly and wipes at his face. “It’s dusty in here!”


“Gods, I love you.” Annabeth smashes her lips against his sloppily. And in that moment, everything else disappears.


She saw the baby. Nothing else matters
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The next few weeks pass by faster than Annabeth expected. Her morning sickness begins to taper off around week twelve, mercifully. She’s beginning to feel a little more normal, a little more like herself.


Today, she is sixteen weeks in. Their last appointment revealed that everything is going according to plan. She’s been gaining weight on track, especially as the morning sickness resolved itself.


She wakes up to the sound of Percy’s alarm. He’s got an early shift that will take him through the next two days. He’s quick, as always, to snooze it and groan with displeasure at being awoken so suddenly.


Annabeth rolls on her side, pleased to find that she feels no onslaught of nausea. She sits up, stretching her arms above her head and listening to joints pop and crack. She has to pee, badly.


One she finishes her business, she pads back into the bedroom, stopping short at their floor-length mirror. She’d gone to bed last night in a pair of underwear and one of Percy’s Zeppelin t-shirts, nothing unusual there.


However, she finds herself frowning when she notices the shirt is a little more snug around her middle than usual. This is peculiar, the shirt is normally a few sizes too big.


With confusion, she lifts the hem of the shirt, eyes widening as she notices the distinct roundness of her stomach. It’s nothing she couldn’t hide with a baggy blouse, but the lower portion of her middle is distended. It’s somewhere between period bloating and…well, a pregnant belly.


Isn’t it too early for this? This isn’t until the later months, no?


Her hands are trembling as she brings them down to cup the swell. It feels firm, not soft or jiggly like she’s expecting. The skin is taut when she presses her fingers against it.


Annabeth Chase was raised as a warrior. Her entire childhood was a battle. Constantly on the run, or wielding a dagger. At times, very hungry. Never still, never docile, never content.


Her body is a utility. It’s her safeguard, her weapon. It’s protected her in the heat of Tartarus, in the throes of battle, in her most vulnerable moments. She’s used to it being toned, muscular, strong.


This makes her feel weak. Compromised. Like she has a target right in the center of her torso.


She’s so engrossed in dissecting her reflection, she hardly notices when the bed squeaks, and Percy’s light footsteps cross the room.


His hands wrap around her waist, his chin rests on her shoulder, and his palms fall flat over her stomach. He’s done this a million times. It shouldn't be a thing. But today, it is a thing.


“Mornin’.” Percy greets her sleepily. His eyes are half-closed, voice groggy and raspy. He’s wearing just a pair of sweatpants, his bare, warm torso presses into her back.


Annabeth is hyper aware of his hands on her stomach. Does he notice the change? Why isn’t he saying anything? What must he be thinking? Disgust? Shame? Disappointment? Contempt? He’s never seen her this way before.


When she doesn’t reply, Percy buries his face in the crook of her neck and plants a warm kiss there. “Not talking to me today?”


“Sorry.” She glances down to where his hands are resting on her middle. “Are you…noticing anything?”


“You look cute in my shirt.” He says simply.


Annabeth swallows hard, closing her eyes. No. This is all too humiliating. She is not about to admit that she’s feeling…insecure. Ugh. What an ugly feeling.


“Wanna eat?” He asks, completely oblivious to the sudden change in her body.


Or maybe he’s just trying to be polite and not mention it, which she thinks is almost worse. She knows one thing. She definitely doesn’t have an appetite.


“No thanks.” She inhales slowly, trying to focus on how nice it is to be held by him.


“You should eat breakfast.”


“I will when I get to work. It’s bagel day today.”


“Alright babe. I’m gonna shower. Care to join me?”


Annabeth’s stomach turns. The thought of being completely exposed right now makes her want to disappear. Even with someone who knows her body nearly as well as she does.


“I’ll skip today.” She says. “Not feeling the best.”


His brow creases with concern. “Like morning sickness?”


“I’m fine.” She assures him. “Go shower.”


“Alright Wise Girl.” Percy leans in and kisses her lips tenderly. “Love you.”


“Love you too.”


Annabeth spends most of the day feeling weird. She’s hyper aware at work, even though she layered up in a t-shirt and hoodie way too thick for the hot weather. She hasn’t told them yet that she’s pregnant, and doesn’t want to. She hasn’t told anyone yet.


She’s even forbidden Percy from telling his mom, which she knows is killing him. It feels too soon. She doesn’t want to jinx anything.


Percy is going to be on shift until tomorrow evening, so when she gets off work, Annabeth decides to take a drive. It’s been far too long since she visited their old home.


It’s Friday, so she may even stay the night with her siblings.


Camp Half Blood looks just as she remembers it. Green hills, arching valleys, meadows full of strawberry fields. The gateway is just as welcoming and inviting as always.


She inhales the evening summer air, knowing it’s going to be dinner time soon. Her stomach growls. She hasn’t eaten anything yet today, opting out of the bagels she promised Percy she’d partake in.


She’s halfway to the big house when a familiar voice shouts, “Annabeth!”


Annabeth turns, a smile instantly growing on her face as Grover Underwood comes bounding over. She hasn’t seen him in far too long, considering all the traveling he’s been doing during his conservation work.


He’s a bit taller, she thinks. His horns stick out of his curly hair, his goatee is shaggier than she’s ever seen it, and his hooves are dirt-caked. They throw their arms around each other, and he smells of patchouli and pinto beans. Not the best combination, but thankfully her morning sickness is more forgiving these days.


“Whoa!” Grover pulls back from the hug with wide eyes, glancing down. “Something’s in the way!”


Annabeth’s face burns red, following his gaze where it rests on her stomach. It’s well concealed in her heavy sweatshirt, but obviously he noticed in their embrace. The last time, and every other time they’ve hugged, her stomach was flat as a washboard.


“Annabeth?” Grover’s voice takes on a tone of delight. “Are you p-”


“Shhh!” She clasps her hand over his mouth, cutting off his loud question. “Yes, keep it down!”


His eyebrows knit together, and his voice is muffled against her palm. “S…a…cret?”


“What?” She demands.


He gestures with annoyance at her hand.


“Oh!” Annabeth removes her hand from his face. “What?”


“Is it a secret?” Grover asks, glancing around them like he’s got stolen merchandise in his bag. “I hate secrets Annabeth. Tell me Percy at least knows!”


“Of course he knows!” Annabeth exhales, rubbing her hands over her eyes tiredly. “It’s not…a secret, per say. Just… I don’t want everyone knowing. Not yet.”


Grover glances back down at her stomach, cocking an eyebrow. “You must be past the first trimester. I felt a bump!”


“Stop saying that! There’s no bump!”


“Oh boy.” Grover’s hands are suddenly stationed at his hips, and he’s looking at her like she’s just given away her hand in a poker game. “We’re in denial?”


“Grover-”


“Annabeth. I’d think after all these years you’d eventually learn how to cut yourself some slack. I guess not. You know there’s nothing wrong with this, right? I’m fairly certain this is normal!”


“Ms. Chase!”


Grover and Annabeth both turn their heads to see a familiar centaur clomping over. Chiron smiles fondly at the pair, stroking his beard curiously as he seems to notice their tense demeanors.


“Oh, my apologies. I didn’t mean to interrupt.” Chiron eyes them with intrigue. “Everything alright, Annabeth, Grover?”


“Yes.” Annabeth smooths her expression over and smiles at Chiron. “It’s good to see you.”


“You too, my dear.” Chiron reaches out to wrap an arm around her shoulders in a slightly awkward centaur side-hug. “I’m not sure what it is, but your face is absolutely glowing Annabeth! You look like you’ve just topped off on nectar.”


“Oh she’s glowing alright.” Grover scoffs. Annabeth elbows him roughly in the stomach and he coughs.


“I guess mortal life just agrees with me.” She manages.


Chiron glances between them unsurely, then speaks. “Well, since you’re here, how would you feel about strapping on some armor and leading the charge in tonight’s game of capture the flag?”


Oh. Annabeth would like nothing more than to do just that. Suit up in her familiar Greek armor, plan a method of attack, and sit back to watch her genius unfold? That is Annabeth’s ideal night.


“Yes!” She agrees before she can even think about it.


“What?!” Grover exclaims. “Ananbeth, you-”


 “Cannot wait to get strategizing!” She cuts him a glare that could freeze Tartarus over. “Grover, why don’t you come help me? See you soon Chiron!”


She grabs Grover by the bicep and begins dragging him toward the Athena cabin. They stop just outside the front entrance, and he turns to her with disbelief.


“Okay, I’m no doctor but I’m pretty sure gladiator fighting is not safe during pregnancy!” He scolds her.


“Grover, I’m not an idiot. I’m not going to be fighting!” She insists. “I’m just going to supervise and help plan a strategy.”


“This seems like a recipe for disaster.” Grover replies. “Where is Percy tonight?”


“Does it matter? He’s not my babysitter.”


“No, but he’s usually the only one who can reign in your more insane impulses.” Grover mutters. “Is he at work? I think I’ll call him.”


In a swift motion, Annabeth’s reached into the holster around her ankle and grabbed her dagger. She holds it threateningly at Grover, though they both know she’d die before she ever used it on him.  
 
He scowls. “Seriously? Threatening me at knife point?”


“Don’t call my fiance and snitch on me for having fun.” Annabeth sighs, shoulders sagging as she reholsters her dagger. She runs her fingers through her hair.


“Look, Grover…I’m pregnant, okay? I’m having a baby. It’s all so weird. I don’t feel like myself. I’m sick, and I’m huge, and Percy’s already treating me like I’m this fragile thing and I don’t feel like me and I’m sick of it. I just need to do one thing. One thing to make me feel normal again.”


Her eyes feel wet, and she curses quietly, wiping at her face.


“I just want to feel like myself. Everything is changing and it’s scary.”


His expression softens, “oh, Annabeth.”


Grover pulls her in for another hug, squeezing tight. She clings to him for a moment, allowing herself to cry quietly into his shoulder. She hadn’t meant to burst into pathetic tears, but here she is, hanging off her childhood friend like he’s a coat rack and weeping.


“I’m sorry Annabeth.” Grover says softly. “I’m sure this is all hard. I get that you need to feel like yourself again. Alright, I get it. You can help strategize, I won’t step on your toes. But no fighting, I’m serious. I know Percy’s a nice guy, and my best friend, but I don’t want him as my enemy. The two of you are not getting hurt on my watch.”


“The two of us?” She wipes at her face as they separate.


Grover smiles. “Yeah Annabeth, the baby.”


“Right. The baby.” Her hand comes down to lay flat over her stomach, and she swallows hard. “I’m not used to that yet.”


“You’d better get used to it.” He nudges her gently. “Annabeth?”


“Yeah?”


“I’m really happy for you guys. You deserve this.” He pecks her on the top of her head. “Luckiest baby in the world.”


She feels like she’s going to cry again, so she shoves him off and says, “thanks Goat Boy. Now back off, I’ve got a plan to devise!”


Annabeth had not considered that the armor she used to wear would probably not fit comfortably over her slightly swollen middle. She manages to make it work, but she feels like a sausage stuffed into a too-small package.


It puts her in a sour mood. On top of that, she’s starving, she’s got a headache, and her feet are killing her.


But, as she stands in the front with the rest of her younger siblings, proudly representing the Athena cabin, it’s easy to forget those things.


She is home. She is a demigod, a warrior, a battle strategist, not some whining barefoot pregnant lady.


“Red team!” She calls in a commanding voice. “On my count! Let’s destroy them!”


“Destroy them!” Chorus the kids in red-plume helmets.


She watches with pride as the kids screech out excited battle cries and surge forward toward the woods. She hangs back, hands on her hips, grinning. Their plan is airtight. It’s going to be great.


Annabeth keeps good on her promise to Grover, staying out of the action. She doesn’t venture near the woods, nor does she engage any blue team members in combat, even though she is practically itching to.


She is good. She just watches from her counselor post at the edge of the forest. It’s enough just to be here with her family.


Things are going perfectly, just as planned, until she hears the scream. Her head snaps sideways. The sound came from just inside the woods. She hesitates.


She had promised Grover not to enter the forest, considering it’s chock-full of monsters that would happily eat her in a heartbeat. But if a camper is in trouble…


“Annabeth!”


She turns to see one of the younger Hermes kids tumble out of the woods toward her. The girl can’t be more than twelve, and with her stark blue eyes and pale blonde hair, she reminds Annabeth so much of Luke that it makes her chest ache. She is on the blue team, but looks just as relieved to see Annabeth as any red-teamer would.


“What’s going on Corrine?” Annabeth asks worriedly.


“It’s Michael! He’s hurt! Please help!” Corrine begins rushing toward the treeline.


“Hurt? What happened?” Annabeth follows after her without a second thought, prepared to administer first aid to this injured camper.


They enter the woods, shoving low hanging brush out of their way as they pick through jagged rocks and thick mud.


Annabeth’s stomach growls, and she hopes the noise of the forest is loud enough to drown it out. Not now, she tells her stomach.


They walk for a quarter mile, before Annabeth begins to grow concerned. How far in did the kids go? Why would they be this far off course? The red flag is on the other side of the woods, clear across in the opposite direction. Why-


“Wait a minute!” Annabeth halts, crossing her arms over her chest. “Is this a trick?”


Corrine whirls around, cheeks blushing red in the darkness. “Uhhhhhhh-”


“Corrine! Why would you even need to distract me? I’m not guarding the-” Annabeth pauses, realization sinking in. “Oh! You’re separating my team from their coach so they can’t come to me for strategy!”


“I’m sorry Annabeth! They made me!” Corrine’s eyes go wide. “You’re too smart, they don't want the red team to have you for help! Michael isn’t even hurt. I’m sorry, please don’t be mad!”


Annabeth groans, rubbing her forehead with frustration. What a tremendous waste of time and energy this little excursion was.


“I am going back to my post now.” Annabeth announces. “Next time, have another camper actually pretend to be injured. It would’ve kept me here longer.”


“Good to know.” Corrine nods. “Sorry Annabeth.”


“I respect the effort.” She pats Corrine’s shoulder, and turns to leave the way they came.


She is stopped short by the sound of a growl from deep within the trees just ahead. Her shoulders square, eyes struggling to adjust to the darkness. Her heart stutters in her chest as a shape begins to emerge in the night.


“Corrine, get behind me.” Annabeth orders.


“W-why?” The girl stammers, though she is quick to follow the order.


Out of the trees steps one of the largest monsters Annabeth’s ever seen. Pregnant and out of practice, the name of the creature slips her mind entirely as she stares up at it.


It looks like a cross between a hellhound and a minotaur. Dark, thick fur, huge hulking legs, fangs dripping with white foam and bloodred eyes. It walks on two legs, standing upright, it’s nearly as tall as the highest treetops.


Why can’t she remember the name of this creature?


“Go get help.” Annabeth unsheathes her dagger and faces off in front of the monster. “I’ll keep Fido here busy.”


“B-but, I can’t just leave y-”


“Go now!” Annabeth orders. “Hurry!”


Corrine takes off running toward the clearing, tripping every few feet and cursing to herself.


“So,” Annabeth greets the beast with a wry smile, “come here often?”


He throws his ugly head back and roars with anger, his back paw grinding into the dirt. Just as he charges her, Annabeth side steps, allowing him to trip over his own feet and tumble into the dirt.


The bigger they are, the harder they fall.


“Big, but not coordinated.” She notes.


Glowing red eyes turn on her, and Annabeth stumbles back a bit. He’s up on his feet quicker than she expected. His arm swipes out to take her down, but she ducks, hearing his meaty forearm whizz above her head.


She isn’t supposed to be fighting, she definitely can’t get hit. Aversion is her only hope. She just has to last until reinforcements show up.


At least she’s wearing her armor.


Another enraged roar shakes the trees, and this time the beast doesn’t play it quite so subtle. He barrels toward her, swinging another deadly fist in her direction.


This time, when she moves to dodge, he brings his other arm around, trapping her with nowhere to go. She hears the sound of hooves clomping and campers yelling just as the beast’s large paw crashes into the side of her body, grabbing her.


She cries out, stabbing wildly with her dagger. She manages to impale his arm with her knife, and the creature relents, releasing her. She drops a few feet to the ground, miraculously landing on her side.


The impact vibrates through her bones and causes a sharp pain to dance up the side of her body. Just before the beast can slam his fist down and crush her to death, the shink of an arrow whizzes through the air and imbeds itself in the beast’s neck. It stumbles back, momentarily dazed.


“Take the beast!” Chiron shouts.


Annabeth can hear the reinforcements arriving, as other campers begin to attack the monster. It’s hard to focus on anything except the buzzing in her head and that sharp pain radiating throughout her body. Her blurry vision is spotted with blackness, edging out any real possibility of sight.


She hears a panicked voice, “what is she doing out here?! She was supposed to just supervise!”


“It’s my fault!” Corrine sounds like she’s crying. “I tricked her, to get her away from her team. I-I is she dead?!”


“Austin, Marcus, grab her and get her to the infirmary.” Chiron orders.


Annabeth feels gentle hands touching her, and unfamiliar voices are speaking in her ear.


“Hey, Annabeth, can you move?”


“She’s pregnant! Be careful!” Grover exclaims.


Annabeth wishes she felt well enough to curse him.


“She’s what?” Chiron demands.


“She’s pregnant.” Grover sounds miserable. “Oh gods Chiron, do you think-”


“Let us not speculate.” Chiron cuts him off. “Get her to the infirmary. Make haste.”


Firm hands grip her body, and she’s vaulted into the air.


Annabeth loses consciousness somewhere on the way back to camp.


Annabeth comes to a little later. She knows she’s in the camp infirmary by the smell of nectar and ambrosia, and the burning incense in the corner of the room. She can feel the stiff hospital cot under her back, and she’s aware that someone has changed her clothes into soft cotton.


Her eyes drift open in a haze. Flickering orange lamplight filters through her retinas. She tries to move her hands, but they feel weak and airy, like they’re made of clouds. She feels nauseous, blood pulsing in her head, legs heavy like hunks of metal.


“Annabeth?” A worried voice asks. “Are you with us?”


“Mmm…” she rolls on her side, but quickly regrets it as she feels bile rise in her throat. Her eyes snap open, and she just barely manages to point to a nearby bucket.


Someone thrusts it under her and she vomits.


Gentle hands pull hair from her face, and the same voice from before frets, “Annabeth? Annabeth!”


“She’s alright.” Another voice replies, calmer, more centered.


Annabeth spits the last of her puke and glances up, noticing a ring of concerned faces hovering over her.


Grover and Chiron are sitting beside the bed. Chiron is compact in his wheelchair, and Grover has chewed the absolute life out of an empty can of soda.


Next to them, Will Solace stands with his arms crossed over his chest, and Nico di Angelo is behind him, though he hardly looks like he’s paying any attention. He’s got his hands full of medical kits, like they’ve just come back from a supply run.


She knows Nico is a counselor here and helps Chiron run things since Mr. D’s punishment ended, but she is surprised to see his boyfriend Will. Will spends most of his time in the mortal world, at the hospital. He must just be here with Nico on a visit.


“What happened?” Annabeth manages, groaning again when speaking causes a tight bouquet of pain to zigzag through her skull. She clutches the bucket against her chest, afraid she’s going to expel again.


“You have a concussion and a bruised hip.” Will replies. “A monster dropped you like a sack of potatoes from several feet in the air.”


“I…what?” Annabeth rubs a hand across her forehead, trying hard to remember the incident in question. Her brain feels like it’s full of cotton balls and clay. “The baby…is the baby-”


“The baby is unhurt.” Chiron assures her.


Grover releases her hair, which he’d been holding while she barfed. “Annabeth, who’s the president?”


“No current events.” Will shakes his head and steps forward so he’s closest to her. “Annabeth, how many fingers am I holding up?”


She blinks, trying to focus her eyes on his hand. She thinks he might be holding up three…no four? It’s hard to tell with how blurry her vision is.


“Four?” She guesses.


Will look back at Chiron. “Yup. Definitely a concussion.”


The centaur sighs heavily. “What can you do for her?”


“At this point, I’m reluctant to give her too much nectar or ambrosia. It’s risky enough with demigods, but with a baby involved… Who knows how much she could take? I think the best plan of action is to just keep her hydrated and fed, and have her on bed rest for the next few days. The baby is okay, for now, but we should keep an eye out.”


Annabeth frowns. His words are floaty and drifty in the air, but she knows she doesn’t like the sound of bed rest.


“I can’t. I have work on Monday.”


Will turns to her sharply. “Oh, I’m so sorry. I forgot the tiers of importance go: work, then the health of your baby.”


She scowls, properly scolded. Another Apollo kid walks by and takes the bucket from her to wash out, but she kind of wishes it was still there.


“I wasn’t trying to get attacked by a monster, you know.” She snaps.


“We know.” Grover cuts in. “It isn’t your fault, Annabeth. No one blames you.”


I do, she can’t help but think.


In the fog of her mind, she knows this is all her fault. She put herself and the baby at risk, just to feel normal again. Just for the rush of being a warrior.


Obviously she hadn’t planned on getting tricked into the woods, but she shouldn’t have been playing at all, should she?


She closes her eyes. At least Percy isn’t here. The last thing she wants is him thinking she was being intentionally reckless. He’d never forgive her for this.


”It doesn’t seem that she’s up for visitors.” Chiron says softly. “Perhaps we should leave her to rest. Percy will be here within the hour.”


Annabeth’s eyes shoot open, and she moves to sit up, stopping short when pain darts through her head and her hip. She hisses, clutching her forehead with a shaking hand.


“No sudden movements.” Will advises, and his hands come out to brace her shoulders, gently nudging her back. “Lay on your right side. Nico, can you please grab an ice pack for her hip?”


“Yep.” Nico disappears into the other room.


“You called Percy?” She asks weakly.


“Of course we did, Annabeth.” Grover replies.


“How mad is he?”


“Mad?” Grover frowns. “He isn’t mad, he’s just worried. I’m sure he left the station so fast he caused a few traffic accidents.”


Nico returns with an ice pack. Will moves to accept it, but Nico says, “I can hold it for her. Why don’t you guys go get some air?”


“Are you sure?” Will asks.


“Yes of course.” Nico assures him.


Chiron, Grover and Will exit the room, leaving Nico and Annabeth alone. He pulls up a chair beside her, and gently presses the soft ice pack against her left side. Annabeth inhales sharply at the bite of cold.


“Sorry,” Nico says dryly, “Will told me it has to be on here for a few minutes at least to prevent swelling.”


“You don’t have to do that.” Annabeth feels immensely guilty for all of this fuss, “I can hold it.”


“You just rest.” He shakes his head.


Nico has grown into quite the handsome young man. His early twenties are agreeing with him well. He’s filled out quite a bit since they were kids, grown nearly as tall as Will. Shoulders more wide, still a lean frame but healthier and a bit more weight on him. His curly black hair is cropped just below his ears, wavy tendrils dancing across his head. His skin has returned to a more natural olive tone, and his brown eyes gleam like freshly varnished mahogany.


“You look tired.” Nico notes.


“I feel tired.” Annabeth admits. She likes that Nico doesn’t usually beat around the bush.


“So?” he glances at her belly, which is all too visible in the thin white shirt someone’s dressed her in, “you’re having a baby. That’s awesome.”


“It is.”


“Scary though?”


“So scary.” Her head is aching with pain, so she shuts her eyes again. “I’m happy. I want to do this with Percy. But it’s definitely…an adjustment.”


“I don’t think it’s like it is in the movies for most people.” Nico muses.


“It was for Hazel. She was glowing and happy all the time.”


“Hazel is just a glowy person.”


Annabeth sighs heavily. “Yes, she is. It must be nice.”


Nico lightens the pressure on the ice pack a bit. “So what if you’re not glowy? Who needs to be glowy? I’m not.”


“Are you about to be someone’s mother?”


He snorts. “Not unless I’m also about to experience some very intense changes.”


She can’t help but smile. “Will would like you no matter what.”


“That’s true.” He agrees. It’s quiet for a moment, and then Nico says, “you know that’s true of Percy and you also, right?”


“What do you mean?”


“I just mean, I think you should probably tell him how you’re feeling about all of this. Grover sort of filled us in while you were out… I get it. I mean, you just wanted to feel like yourself again. Feeling out of place in your own body must be scary. It might help if you talked about it.”


Annabeth winces. “It’s shameful. This is supposed to be the best time in my life, right? I’m supposed to be all happy and maternal. I’m not supposed to feel this way.”


“Who decides how you get to feel?” He demands. “You’re just a person, like everyone else.”


She opens her eyes, glancing over at him warily. Nico is so easy to talk to these days. He’s happy, well-adjusted and borderline sane, which is saying something considering their upbringings.


“I feel like I’m letting him down.” She manages to say the words, even though they are humiliating. “When I first found out I was pregnant, I was a mess. I’m sure that’s not how he envisioned any of that going when he thought of becoming a dad.”


“Annabeth…” Nico says, like he’s trying to warn her of something.


“You don’t get it.” She groans and shuts her eyes again. “I hate myself right now. I feel weird and out of place and ugly, and I don’t know who I am anymore. And how is he supposed to be excited to have a baby when I’m always so miserable? I’m excited too, I just… this part is hard.”


“Annabeth-”


“And I am ruining everything for him because I can’t just be what I’m supposed to be. I basically had a meltdown this morning because I’ve gained a bunch of weight and then I decided not to eat all day. Who does that? I mean what is wrong with me? He’s going to hate me when this is all over. He probably already does.”


Nico grasps her leg, and Annabeth opens her eyes, frowning. She follows his gaze over to the doorway, and pales when she sees Percy standing underneath the arch of the entry.


He’s dressed in his black cargo pants and navy blue FDNY t-shirt. His hair is disheveled, and there are tired circles under his eyes. He’s got his arms crossed over his thick chest.


And he’s obviously heard everything she just said.


“You are bad at warning people.” Annabeth growls at Nico.


He plops the ice pack down on the end table and says, “I’m sure that felt good to get off your chest though. Get better soon.” He pats her shoulder and waves once to Percy on his way out.


Lucky bastard, she thinks. He gets to escape this conversation.


Annabeth looks over at Percy, though she doesn’t try to sit up. She isn’t sure what to say, and he’s not talking either.


Finally, after an unbearable silence, Annabeth ventures a quiet, “how was work?”


Percy shoves off the doorframe, crossing the room until he’s sitting beside the bed. He rests his elbows on his knees and meets her eyes intently for a beat.


Then, his gaze travels across her body like he’s scanning for injuries. Finally, he lands on her temple, and his brows set hard.


“You have a bruise on your forehead.” Percy says with displeasure.


Annabeth blinks. “I…fell.”


“You were dropped.” He corrects. “By a monster.”


“Better my head than my stomach, right?”


She knows even as she says it that it’s the wrong thing to say.


Percy exhales loudly, shaking his head once and leaning forward. Their noses nearly touch at the proximity. He kisses her cheek once, and rests his forehead against hers.


“You scared the shit out of me.” He says after a silence.


Annabeth instantly feels like the worst person in the world. “Percy, I’m-”


“Don’t be sorry.” He interrupts her, though his tone is not unkind. “I know this wasn’t your fault. They told me a camper tricked you into going into the woods. That is not your fault, Annabeth. You were just doing what a hero does. Trying to help.”


“But, I-”


“I know you were planning to strategize and supervise during capture the flag. Grover told me everything.” Percy leans back in the chair, not removing his eyes from her face. “Did your team win?”


She swallows. “I’m actually not sure.”


“Because you passed out.” He recalls.


“Because I passed out.” She confirms.


“Because you didn’t eat all day, and sustained a head injury.” Percy crosses his arms over his chest again. “I know that you know I just heard everything you said to Nico.”


“I’m so sor-”


“Hey, please stop apologizing for everything.” His green eyes are illuminated by the lamplight, and they’re so beautiful that Annabeth nearly wants to cry. “I’m just trying to figure out why you felt like you couldn't talk to me about this stuff.”


Annabeth frowns. “I just…I didn’t want you to look at me differently.”


“Annabeth, I’ve known you for almost fifteen years.” Percy shakes his head. “How could you ever think I would judge you for the way you’re feeling?”


“You deserve better.” She replies weakly. “I didn’t want to burden you with all of this. I just want you to be excited and get to be a dad. I didn’t want you to think I was regretting having the baby.”


“I wouldn’t think that. I know you would not do something if you weren’t sure of it.” Percy’s voice is calm and composed, rare for him. “And what’s this about what I deserve? You are all I want, and far more than I’ve ever deserved, Wise Girl.”


“That isn’t true. I’m broken, Percy. There’s stuff wrong with me.”


“Me too.” He replies immediately.


He sort of has a point.


Annabeth closes her eyes, brows furrowing. She hates this. She doesn’t like admitting her shortcomings, facing the things that are so wrong with her.


But she also knows that Percy is the only person who’s ever loved her unconditionally.


Wordlessly, Percy crosses around to the other side of the cot and gently lowers himself behind her. He turns on his side and wraps his arms around her middle, scooping her tight and pressing her back into him. She sighs contently.


One of his hands tenderly strokes the top of her head, running blonde curls between his fingers. The other cups her belly protectively. His large hand covers her stomach almost completely.


“You are the most beautiful woman on Earth, or below it, or above it.” He murmurs in her ear. “I don't care who strikes me down for saying that. It’s true.”


Her face feels warm. “But I’m… round.”


She feels his lips on her neck, and resists the urge to sigh with pleasure. He nestles her closer, his palm rubbing small circles on the distended skin of her middle. She has to admit, it’s rather soothing.


“You are pregnant.” He reminds her quietly. “In your second trimester. I would be really worried if you hadn’t started showing.”


“You’ve noticed then.” Annabeth whispers.


“Only because I know your body as well as my own.” Percy muses.


“Why wouldn’t you say something?” She demands.


She can practically hear the frown in his voice. “What would there be to say?”


“I don’t know! Hey Annabeth, you’re getting…round?”


Percy chuckles dryly. “I was under the impression that was normal when you’re growing a human being inside of you.”


“Ew, don’t say it like that.”


“How should I say it? With child? Expecting?”


“Ugh, those are worse.”


He laughs again, low in his throat. It’s genuine, but a tired sound. She knows she’s put him through Hell today.


“I’m sorry you had to leave work for this.” She murmurs. “That was the last thing I-”


“Hey, Wise Girl? You are the most important thing in my life. Nothing else matters to me, I’m so serious. All I care about is you.”


Annabeth sighs again, content. She knows he’s telling the truth.


This is the man who used the thought of her as an anchor when he took on the Achilles curse, the man who only remembered her name when everything else had been stolen from his mind, the man who jumped into the depths of Tartarus and suffered countless horrors just so he wouldn’t lose her.


She should give him more credit. Something as mundane as a little baby weight couldn’t possibly make him think less of her.


“Today was a mess.” She admits. “That’s because of me. So I am sorry about that. All of it. The baby was in danger, because of me. And I have to figure out how to do better moving forward.”


Percy is quiet for a moment, like he’s mulling her words over. His hands don’t stop their rhythmic stroking of her belly, and his lips still ghost softly on the warm skin of her neck.


“This is hard.” Annabeth whispers. “I feel so out of control, Percy.”


“I know.” He exhales. His mouth presses against her neck, kissing delicately. “I’m so sorry, Annabeth. I wish I could take all of these bad feelings away.”


“I don’t regret it.” She says. “Please don’t take that from this, okay? I want this baby. I want to have a family with you.”


“I know babe, I know.”


“I just… I feel so guilty. Aren’t I supposed to be all sunshine and rainbows right now? I can barely look at myself in the mirror, and everything just feels weird and different. I’m sorry that I’m so bad at doing this.”


“Hey, don’t say that.” Percy brushes a lock of hair behind her ear. His voice sounds wounded, like he’s hurt she would say such things about herself.


“Annabeth, you’re the smartest person I know. You’re brilliant, and good at everything. There’s no right way or wrong way to have a baby, as long as we end up with a baby. You are doing the best you can and that’s more than enough.”


His words wash over her like a soothing balm, everything she’s needed to hear but was too afraid to ask for. Percy Jackson, for all his faults, really is the most wonderful man in the world.


“I’m sorry I didn’t realize you were feeling this way.” He murmurs.


“Oh no.” Annabeth shakes her head. “Don’t you go apologizing. I’m well aware I don’t make things easy.”


“You did promise me that you never would.” He reminds her.


Annabeth exhales loudly. “I’m sure you’re regretting that now.”


“Not ever, not even for a second.” He leans in again and kisses her hair, patting her stomach with ultra-gentle hands. “And your little belly is cute.”


Her face burns red, and she closes her eyes against the embarrassment. “Stop.”


“I’m serious, Wise Girl. I didn’t mention it because I figured it probably wasn’t my place. But you look so fuckin’ beautiful like this. The pregnancy glow thing is real, and my girl is glowing.”


She feels so silly and juvenile, but his words really do make her feel better.


“Besides,” Percy continues, “this feels so real now, so tangible. We have a baby coming. They’re growing, becoming stronger. That’s incredibly cool.”


“I like that.” She muses. “That’s a nice way to look at it.”


He holds her a little tighter against him. “From now on, whenever you’re feeling off, or not like yourself, or no matter what, please talk to me, okay? I love you Annabeth, and nothing will ever change that.”


“I know.” She smiles gently. “Thank you for reminding me, Percy. I promise. I’ll be more forthcoming.”


“Thank you.” He buries his face in her hair. “And I’m going to kill that camper who tricked you into the woods.”


“Oh they’re just kids, Seaweed Brain. They didn’t know.”


“Don’t care. Monster’s dead so I need to get revenge on someone.”


Annabeth laughs, and it feels so nice after the day she’s had. He always manages to make her feel this way.


“I think I need to carry around something bigger, though.” She admits. “It was hard to bend over and grab my dagger with my belly in the way.”


“Um, actually Wise Girl, the plan is for you not to need any weapons at all.”


“In a perfect world, sweetheart.”


Percy sighs softly, burrowing his face even deeper in her hair. “Yeah. In a perfect world.” 
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Annabeth adjusts her shirt again, shifting nervously as she and Percy wait on the small apartment stoop. Percy’s got a glass dish in his hands covered with foil, and one arm around her shoulders as if he’s shielding her from the gentle patter of rain outside. She feels vulnerable, round and completely pregnant.


At eighteen weeks in, hiding her bump has become much more cumbersome. Which is why they’ve decided to tell Percy’s family tonight, at dinner. She’s wearing a pair of black leggings (lately the only things that fit her) and a large olive green sweater. Over the top she has on a thick peacoat, but only because Percy insisted. If it were up to her, she’d be presently clad in underwear and one of his t-shirts. Despite the frigid weather outside, she finds herself constantly hot and sweaty.


 “Hey,” Percy murmurs quietly, “it’s gonna go great. She’ll be ecstatic.”


“I know.” Annabeth replies, voice almost defensive. She can’t help but remember Athena’s cold words in the grocery store. Her disapproval and calling the baby a humiliation.  She hasn’t told her father yet, a deadline that looms over her head like a foggy cloud on an otherwise pleasant day. 


 Before he can respond, the door opens and Sally Jackson appears. She is radiant as always, wearing a pair of dark washed jeans and a blue button down. Her curly hair is laced with gray, pulled up in a clip, and her eyes crinkle with smile lines.


 “Oh it’s so good to see you!” She moves to hug them, but pauses, glancing down at Annabeth’s midsection with a calculating expression. 


“Mom,” Percy says gently. “We have some news.”


“I’ll say!” Sally exclaims, eyes wide as she glances between Annabeth’s protruding stomach and her face. “My dear… are you…is that…”


 “I’m pregnant.” Annabeth forces the words out though they feel like bleach on her tongue. She’s suddenly nervous, heart thundering in her chest and neck damp with sweat. Why is it so hot ?


“Oh my goodness!” Sally lurches forward and pulls Annabeth against her in a bone-crushing hug. “I can’t believe this!”


“Me…either…” Annabeth wheezes. 


“Mom, you're crushing the baby!” Percy scolds playfully. 


“Oh I’m sorry.” Sally pulls away, wiping at her eyes. “Oh my gods. I’m going to be a grandma. Oh boy. Oh wow.” She turns and faces Percy. “You’re going to be a dad. ”


“I know. I hardly seem qualified.” 


“You’ll be amazing.” Annabeth assures him warmly. That she has no doubts about.


 “You both will.” Sally corrects. “Come inside! It’s cold out here.”


They follow her inside, where the warmth of the familiar apartment surrounds them like a safe cocoon. Annabeth’s arm wraps instinctively around her middle, something she’s taken to doing quite a bit lately, though she isn't sure why. 


“Paul!” Sally squeals excitedly as they round the corner into the kitchen. “Percy and Annabeth have some news!”


Percy’s stepfather Paul is standing at the stove, his salt and pepper hair combed back neatly as always. He wears a pair of khakis and a brown sweater, typical attire for the scholarly man. 


When his eyes settle on Annabeth’s swollen midriff, they go wide. “Whoa!” 


“You’re going to be a grandpa!” Sally informs him giddily.


“You don’t say!” Paul shakes his head and lurches forward to pull them both into a hug. “Oh congratulations you two! This is wonderful!”


He hugs Annabeth first, pulling her into his embrace tight and squeezing the absolute life out of her. Percy doesn’t even bother with his warning about crushing the baby, because Paul is moving to him next, hugging him so tight the younger man looks a bit red in the face.


“I’m so proud of you son.” Paul’s voice is saturated with love and affection. 


Annabeth can’t help but smile at the way Percy’s shoulders seem to relax at his stepfather’s warm words. She knew he hadn’t been as nervous as she was to tell them, but his parents never failed to make it known just how much they love him. He deserves it, so she’s glad he has it.


She’s envious too, but that isn’t important.


“Thank you.” Percy grips his stepdad tight before they release one another, exchanging one of those slightly awkward, but also very sweet “masculine” expressions of love.


“Just wait until Estelle finds out.” Sally grins. “She’ll be over the moon.”


As if on cue, the sound of footsteps come clomping down the stairs. Percy sighs loudly, looking at his parents with a “ yeah, sure” sort of face. After turning ten, Estelle has been a bit more like a moody pre-teen and a bit less like the sweet grade-schooler everyone’s used to.


“Annabeth!” The girl’s expression brightens immediately when she sees her. She rushes forward and pulls her into a hug.


Estelle has always had a connection with Annabeth. Sally says she looks up to her, admires her, which Annabeth will never understand since she is nothing like a role model. But it’s very sweet, and rewarding. Percy’s family has never failed to make her feel like she’s one of them.


“Hey Estelle!” Annabeth hugs her back, noticing the shift when Estelle seems to realize there is a barrier between them.


“Whoa!” Estelle’s big green eyes go wide, and she looks at Annabeth with shock. She looks so much like her brother that sometimes it takes Annabeth by surprise. “Annabeth, you’re pregnant?!”


“What?” Percy demands, stepping forward with a stern expression and his arms crossed. “Estelle! Why would you say that to her?!”


Annabeth resists the urge to roll her eyes. Ever the annoying big brother, Percy doesn’t miss an opportunity to tease or prank his sister, even well into his twenties.


Estelle looks at him with horror written on her face. “But- I didn’t- she’s-”


“Perseus!” Sally smacks him upside the head, to Annabeth and Paul’s subdued laughter. 


“He’s kidding.” Annabeth assures her smoothly. “I’m pregnant. We’re having a baby.”


Estelle reaches over and punches Percy in the rib, which is about as high as she can reach. He lets out a slew of curse words and clutches his side.


“Ow!” He exclaims.


“You’ve had worse.” She reminds him, before turning to Annabeth with an eager grin. “It’s true? I’m going to be an aunt?”


“Yes.” Annabeth smiles.


“Oh!” Estelle rushes forward and embraces her again, clutching on like she’s afraid Annabeth and the baby will disappear if she doesn’t grip like a vice.


She isn’t sure why, but the excitement in Estelle’s eyes, and the way she’s hugging her makes Annabeth’s throat feel tight and her chest bloom with unfamiliar warmth. 


Estelle places a soft hand on her belly. “Listen up baby, I’m gonna be the best aunt ever! You’d better be a girl so I can take you shopping.”


“Boys like shopping.” Percy reminds her.


“Not the boys in this house.” She mutters sourly. 


It’s quiet for a beat, and then Percy’s gentle voice breaks the silence. “Annabeth, hey, you okay?”


She doesn’t realize until he speaks that there are tears trickling down her face. Frantically, she wipes at her eyes and sniffles noisily, cheeks turning red with embarrassment. She isn’t sad, she doesn’t understand why this is happening. She’s crying ? Why? Estelle is being wonderfully sweet, so supportive in a way she knows her own family never could be.


It isn’t that big a deal. She just can’t help but wonder what her little brothers Bobby and Mathew would think if they found out they were going to be uncles. Or her father. Considering her mother’s reaction, and her strained relationship with her father’s wife… she doesn’t envision it would be quite the same as this.


“I-I’m fine.” Her voice is shamefully weak and trembling. “I’m not sure… I don’t know why…” 


“Hey,” Percy is at her side in an instant, while Estelle retreats to allow him to wrap his arm around her waist. “Are you alright, Annabeth?”


“Fine, fine.” She assures him shakily. The hot tears still tracing her cheeks give her away.


“Oh, sweetheart.” Sally moves closer and wraps Annabeth up in her arms. 


For some reason, that makes another round of tears emerge and she buries her face in the crook of her mother-in-law’s neck. She hears Paul murmur something quietly to Estelle, and two sets of footsteps retreat down the hall. Percy hovers unsurely, but doesn’t interfere with his mom’s attempts to comfort Annabeth.


“I know.” Sally murmurs gently. “I know honey.”


“I’m sorry.” Annabeth is taller than her, so she has to sort of hunch down to be short enough for their embrace. It makes her lower back ache unpleasantly. “I don’t know why-”


“Don’t fight it or question it.” Sally cuts her off, though not unkindly. “Things are going to feel weird for a while. You’re going to feel things you can’t understand or identify. That’s okay. It’s okay to cry.”


You shouldn’t have the child. I won’t support this.


Athena’s words play over in her mind like a broken recording. How is it that someone could get a mother as wonderful as Sally Jackson, while someone else got… well, what Annabeth got? She barely has enough pieces to make one whole parent, and Percy’s pretty much got the jackpot here.


“I feel like a stranger.” Annabeth whispers, surprised by her ease of honesty with Sally. “I feel like I'm losing myself.” 


“I know.” Sally agrees softly. “But you aren’t. You’re still you. All the wonderful things about you haven’t changed. Now you just get a little baby to gift them with.” 


“I’m scared.” Annabeth says, and even though it’s utterly humiliating, she sort of hopes the older woman has some words of wisdom to calm the rampant anxiety that surrounds her when she imagines becoming a parent.


Instead, she replies with, “We all are. That never goes away. But you’ll learn to manage it. I promise.”


“I’m here.” Percy adds gently. “I’m here, Annabeth.”


“Have you told your parents?” Sally asks, pulling apart to brush tears from Annabeth’s cheek with her thumb. Her face feels puffy and swollen, and her eyes burn from the salty sting of tears.


Annabeth grimaces. “My mother found out before I could tell her. Olympian stuff.”


Sally eyes her worriedly. “And…?”


“She was not happy.”


Annabeth can’t be sure, but she thinks she hears Percy’s teeth grind together. Probably an attempt to keep disparaging remarks about the goddess from leaving his lips.


“And your father?”


“I… am afraid to tell him.” Annabeth admits. “I don’t think I’m going to.”


Sally’s eyes settle on her sadly. She is so beautiful, sometimes it strikes Annabeth how much Percy’s good looks can be attributed to his lovely mom. Her features are delicate and crafted like his, statuesque but in an understated way. Her long, dark hair falls over her shoulders, regal and elegant with the winding lines of gray. And those striking blue eyes- a dash of beautiful ocean waves that glimmer even in their dimly lit apartment.


“I know your relationship with your family is very complicated,” Sally says. “But you should at least consider telling them.”


“Mom,” Percy warns her in a slightly frustrated voice, as if they’ve discussed this before.


“It’s okay.” Annabeth assures him. She looks at Sally. “I’ll think about it.”


Sally smiles. “You know we all love you so much, right sweetheart? I couldn’t be more excited that you are the mother of my grandbaby.”


Annabeth’s chest feels tight when she replies, “I love you guys too. You’ll never know how much.”


Sally takes her hand and squeezes. “Don’t worry darling. We know.”


 


The car ride back to the apartment is mostly quiet. Annabeth insists on driving, hoping that focusing on the road would give her an excuse not to talk about anything that they'd discussed with Sally tonight. 


She doesn’t want to think about it anymore. She just wants to forget about all of the changes happening. 


About halfway home, Percy reaches over and turns the radio down to a low background thrum. It takes a minute for him to speak, like he’s trying to figure out the right thing to say.


“We don’t have to talk about it.” He always says this when it’s something she knows he wants her to talk about. “I just wanted to say I love you. And you don’t owe your father anything. And your mother is a-”


“Blasphemy.” Annabeth warns him with a small smile.


“I really don’t care anymore.” He admits.


“I’d rather not give her a real reason to blast you into a million pieces.” Annabeth reminds him. “Our baby needs a father.”


“I’ve beat a god in combat before.” Percy muses thoughtfully. His tone makes her think he might be imagining what it’s like to do the same to the goddess of wisdom as he did to Ares as a twelve-year old.


“You usually brush off her rudeness. I’m surprised this grudge hasn’t retreated yet.”


Percy crosses his arms over his chest, green eyes focused on the passing streetlights and cars outside. “I don't care when she’s rude to me .” 


“Oh.” Annabeth says as the realization hits her. He’s so angry about this because he can see how much Athena’s words have hurt Annabeth. She should’ve figured. He’s always worried more for her than himself. 


“I’m really okay.” She reaches over the center console and pulls his hand into hers. “I don’t care what she thinks.”


“Yes you do.” He replies. 


Damnit. He really knows her too well. 


“It doesn’t matter. We’re having the baby with or without my family’s support.”


Percy’s expression is a little tortured when she looks back over at him, and she suddenly feels guilty all over again. Her screwed up family dysfunction is interfering with his happiness.


“I’m sorry.” Percy says, earnest and genuine. “I wish more than anything I could give you the family you deserve.”


“You already have.” She replies smoothly. And she means it. His love and the love of his family is more than she could’ve asked for. Obviously nothing could substitute the feeling of having it yourself, your own blood. But that really doesn’t matter to her. Not the way it used to. 


“I have you.” She reminds him. “I have your mom, Paul, Estelle. And pretty soon… the baby. My family is better than it’s ever been.”


His eyes flick to her swollen middle before landing on her face. “How are you feeling?”


“I’m fine, stop worrying.” She squeezes his hand and he squeezes back instinctively. “I just had a little pregnant lady breakdown. Your mom said it was normal and probably will happen again.”


“Something to look forward to.” He says dryly.


Annabeth chuckles. “Mhm. I’ll add it to the list.”


“I love you.” His voice is somber.


“I love you too. Now turn the radio backup. I like this song.”


The visit comes on a random Friday evening.


Annabeth is just getting home from work. It’s been a long day. Her feet are killing her. Her back aches with the strain of her growing belly. At 24 weeks, she had to admit to her boss that she’s pregnant. He wasn’t thrilled that she’d be taking maternity leave, but obviously he can’t do anything about it. 


She just wants to get home, stuff her face, and lay in bed. Percy won't be home until later tonight, so she’s hoping to enjoy some alone time and wallow a bit in her crappy day. Everybody needs some wallowing at times.


The apartment is dark when she enters. She flicks on lights in the entryway, humming quietly to herself as she heads for the kitchen, debating which leftovers to reheat for dinner. The clock is just inching past six, and she’s starving. Percy took her out for Italian the other night. She thinks she’ll go to town on some garlic bread and meatballs.


She already has the garlic bread in the oven when she hears a slight shuffle in the adjacent living room. Her back straightens, and her heartbeat picks up. Is she going crazy or did it sound like someone is sitting in their loveseat?


With a bit of struggle, Annabeth reaches down and removes her dagger from the ankle holster. She still hasn’t figured out a better way to store it. With her increasingly round stomach, it’s nearly impossible to retrieve the thing in a timely or comfortable manner. Straightening back up feels like running a marathon.


“Who is there?” She tries to sound stern and confident, but her chest is tight with panic. She’s in no state to defend herself if a monster or adversary has broken in. She can’t fight without risking the baby’s safety. And running will be difficult at best.


“No need for weapons,” comes a casual reply. “I come in peace.”


Annabeth’s eyes go wide as a man appears beside her in the kitchen. He’s tall, with broad shoulders and deeply suntanned skin. He bears a thick beard, and wrinkles around his sea-green eyes. He’s wearing a Tommy Bahama shirt, and the faint whiff of crisp ocean breeze wafts off his hair. The same fresh, rejuvenating smell that Percy has.


“Poseidon?” Annabeth can’t contain her surprise, even as she lowers her dagger to the countertop, keeping a protective hand on the hilt.


“Hello dear.” He nods kindly at her, his gaze lingering on her belly. “You’re looking rather pregnant.”


“Um… yeah.” She isn’t sure if that’s supposed to be a compliment. 


This is a little awkward. She’s never been alone with Percy’s father before. And if he’s come for a house call, she knows he must be bringing bad news.


“Is Tyson alright?” She asks, hoping he hasn’t been injured or killed in the forges underwater.


“He’s just fine. Received Percy’s message about the baby. He is thrilled to be an uncle, and has been spending quite a bit of time working on crib designs.” 


“He’ll have to compete with Leo.” Annabeth murmurs, more to herself than anything. Leo had been so excited to start building nursery furniture when they told him over Iris message, that he’d ended the call abruptly so he could start.


“I’m to be a grandfather.” Poseidon says matter-of-factly.


“Uh-huh.” Annabeth replies, reluctant. She isn’t sure what exactly he wants from her. “Um, Percy isn’t here. He’s at the station.”


“I know. I have already offered him my congratulations. I’ve come to talk to you.”


“You have?” She doesn’t remember Percy mentioning that he spoke to his father about the baby. 


“Yes. I presume he didn’t want to tell you. Knowing Percy, he might think it would make you feel bad. Considering your own family is not so excited about the development.”


“He’s selfless like that.” She mutters.


“I heard about your mother’s reaction to the news.” Poseidon adds. “She and I have always been at odds, it seems.”


“Historically.” Annabeth agrees. 


“Well, I simply wanted to pay you a visit to let you know she will come around. Your mother is very stubborn. But I have known her longer than you have. She will change her mind once that beautiful baby is in the world.” He smiles. “I personally am very excited. It’s so rare that our children get to live such full lives. Percy will make a wonderful father.”


“He will.” 


“Would you mind if I…” Poseidon gestures to her belly, holding out his large hand like he wants to touch it.


She is taken aback by the request, though not opposed to it. Poseidon is one of the Olympians that she truly doesn’t find completely sickening. Percy and he have about as good of a relationship as a demigod can have with their godly parent. At the very least, she’s always felt that Poseidon cared about him, in his own weird way.


“Sure.” She reaches out and takes his wrist, gently guiding his palm to the crest of her belly. “They aren’t kicking yet. Hopefully soon.”


“Marvelous, nonetheless.” His smile is radiant and handsome. He seems to glow in the small, cramped kitchen. “Such a beautiful thing, the creation of a new existence. It’s like the waves that come crashing against the beach. A new breath of life with each passing tide.”


Annabeth eyes him. She’d never thought of Poseidon as being poetic, but he seems to be in a very sappy mood tonight. 


“You’re… happy about this.” She realizes. “Genuinely.”


“I am. He is my only demigod son. I wish him a good life. The life he deserves. He’s fought well for Olympus. He has earned this happiness.”


“I like that.” She says. 


“I’m glad.” Poseidon removes his hand from her belly and brings his hands up to cradle her face. 


Annabeth stiffens at the sudden contact, but finds her shoulders relaxing as a cool feeling washes over her. For a moment, everything seems to disappear. Her legs feel weightless, her aching body seems to float as if she’s cushioned by warm waves. Her chest feels full with blossoming emotion.


She glances down to see a faint green glow lightening the room, and she looks at Poseidon with alarm. He’s still smiling though, wrinkles around his eyes deep and carved in.


“You and the baby have my blessing.” He removes his hands from her face, and everything awful seems to return all at once. She grimaces and braces a hand on her lower back to support the sudden returning ache.


“Thank you.” She manages in utter awe.


“Thank you for taking care of Percy. I trust you always will. I can’t wait to meet the little guy.” He nods to her belly once more and steps back into the living room. 


The next moment, everything goes quiet.


The oven timer dings, startling her. She rushes for it, sliding an oven mitt over her hand before she pauses, processing his last words before his sudden departure.


Little guy?


“Can he tell ?” She wonders aloud to no one in particular. 


Obviously, she receives no answer.


She removes her garlic bread and lets it burn her tongue, wondering if Percy’s father may have just revealed the sex of their baby without even noticing it. 


 It’s strange how some things change, and some stay forever the same.


Universally, demigods don’t sleep well. Even well into adulthood, most of them are plagued by nightmares and memories of traumatizing past lives filled with monsters and devastation. This has always been true for Annabeth, but even worse for Percy. Being a child of the big three, his prophetic mind is more powerful than hers. She knows he spent most of their adolescence haunted by visions of horrific things to come, or tormented by images of the terrible things that had already occurred.


Lately, things have been better for him. As he nears his thirties, doesn’t encounter any monsters on a regular basis, and is granted some amnesty from the terrifying world of Olympus, he sleeps better. Annabeth hasn’t been sleeping well as the pregnancy progressed. She hears that’s normal. Her back hurts, her hips ache with her ever-growing middle, her feet feel like cinder blocks. She’s constantly freezing or so hot she feels like she’s back in Tartarus, never a happy medium.


This is why her eyes are still open, staring blankly at the ceiling when she first hears it. She doesn’t register exactly what the sound is at first, just one of those middle-of-the-night rustlings or the apartment settling. It goes quiet afterward, so she brushes it off.


Then, again she hears the strange sound. It takes her a beat to realize the noise is coming from her fiancé's body. She rolls over to see his broad back facing her. His shoulders are curled in, his body trembles slightly in his sleep. His breathing is hitched. The noise she’d heard is a small whimper coming from deep within his throat.


Percy is the bravest man she’s ever met. He is a Greek hero in every possible sense of the word. He is selfless and incredible. Powerful, courageous, brilliant, unstoppable, really.


That doesn’t mean he never gets scared.


It would be nearly impossible for someone who’s seen the things he has to not get scared. Annabeth knows the routine of Percy’s nightmares and panic attacks well. It’s a walk they’ve both endured together, helping one another recover from the terrible things they’d done in their adolescence.


Firstly, her heart wrenches. It never, ever gets easier to see him in pain. He is a person so undeserving of anything negative, that seeing him in even the slightest bit of displeasure makes her want to crack open her chest and lend him her heart just so he has enough love to sustain him. That’s a tad dramatic, so she settles on what she knows works. They say you aren’t supposed to wake someone having a dream, but she doesn’t care. Percy is in pain, and she can help him if he’s awake.


“Percy?” She gently nudges his bare shoulder, noticing with concern how flushed and warm his skin is.


The second her hand touches him, Percy bolts up like a bullet from a gun. Something between a gasp and a scream chokes out of his throat, and he reaches into the pocket of his sweatpants with one arm, covering his face protectively with the other.


“Hey, hey my love. It’s me. It’s Annabeth. Percy, it’s me.” She forces her voice to remain calm and even. If she panics, it will only amplify his fear.


He scrambles out of bed and uncaps the sword that always reappears in his pocket. Riptide glows, lustrous bronze that illuminates his frightened face in the otherwise pitch black room. His green eyes are wide with fear, mouth slack as he struggles to breathe evenly. His body is in a fighting stance, immediate and intimidating in a way that only the most skilled combat veteran could achieve so abruptly.


“It’s just me.” Annabeth soothes him, though she makes no move to get closer, perched hesitantly on the edge of the bed, one hand splayed protectively over her swollen middle. She knows he will not hurt her. He never has and he never will. That doesn’t mean she’s dumb enough to approach a panicking man with PTSD and a sword.


Percy’s eyes settle on her, and in an instant they seem to go from terrified demigod, to her person, soft and warm. The sword clatters to the floor noisily, and his hands are trembling in the empty space.


Now, Annabeth climbs off the bed and slowly makes her way to him. She kicks the sword across the floor so it’s out of arm's reach, and gently takes one of his shaking hands in her own.


“Percy, tell me where you are.” She begins their well-rehearsed ritual.


“Tartarus.” He breathes without seeming aware of what words are coming from his lips.


“No honey. We’re home, in our apartment in New York. We’re safe. It’s been years since all of that. We’re never going back there. I promise.” She grips his hand tightly.


His voice is shaking when he responds, “we…where? Annabeth…”


“You’re safe.” She repeats. “You’re safe. You’re okay.”


“You?” He worries.


“I’m safe.” She probably should’ve led with that, knowing him. “I’m in no danger. Everything is okay. I’m here with you.”


“We’re safe.” His tone is rather unconvincing.


“Tell me where we are.”


“We’re in our apartment in New York.”


“Good. Squeeze my hand.” Annabeth tightens her grip on his palm as an example. His fingers curl around her hand and he squeezes once. She notices a slight rattle in his chest. His palm is clammy and warm.


“I drew my sword on you.” He says weakly.


“Hey, it’s okay. Everything’s okay.” She assures him. “Come back and sit on the bed, you’re shaking.”


“I drew my sword on you.” Percy repeats, as if he can’t believe the words as they leave his lips.


“Percy-”


“You’re pregnant. What if I’d-”


“Hey, stop. You would never hurt me. I trust you with my life Percy.” She can hear his breathing grow more rapid, as the panic seeps into his veins. She knows the pathway it takes inside of him. It starts as an abrupt startled awakening, then it begins to sink its claws deep into him and take over everything he knows. A spiral is inevitable if she doesn’t put up some sort of dam to the anxiety.


“Come sit with me.” She urges.


She pulls him by the hand toward the bed, shoving him a bit roughly on to his butt. In the faint light of his glowing sword and the streetlights through their thin curtains, she can see the mapping of scars on his torso and arms. Each one a twisted tale of agony. The ceiling fan whirs noisily above them, the floorboards creak under their feet, his breathing is shallow and uneven. She worries the abundance of sound might overwhelm him, but sometimes silence is worse.


“Breathe with me, my love.” Annabeth inhales deeply, slowly, filling her lungs to the very bottom.


Percy tries to do the same, but the breath catches in his throat. His eyes are red-rimmed. His body is shaking so much she’s afraid he’ll fall off the bed.


“What were you dreaming about?” She asks, still breathing slowly and loudly enough for him to try and mimic.


“I-I don’t want to…” the words trail off, and he struggles to catch up with his rapid breathing. “It’s everywhere.”


“What’s everywhere sweetheart?”


“Annabeth.”


“I’m here.”


“Evil. Monsters. Tartarus. Kro-him. It never goes away. It’s forever.” He recites his list with eyes glazed over and shoulders rocking back and forth like a boat swaying on a choppy sea.


“I know.” She murmurs, and reaches a delicate hand out to smooth down his spine. He shudders at the touch, but doesn’t flinch away. “I know babe. But we’re okay. We are safe. Nothing’s gonna hurt us.”


“The baby.” Percy’s voice breaks then, and he wraps his arms around himself like he’s afraid pieces will fall out. “The baby.”


“The baby’s okay.” Annabeth pats her belly with her free hand, trying to be reassuring. “The baby is safe, I won’t let anything hurt him.”


“Annabeth?”


“I’m here, Percy.”


“How do we protect the baby?” His words are a petrified whisper. “How can we possibly protect the baby?”


Annabeth winces. These thoughts have mirrored several of her own. She knows he’s not in his right mind right now. Normally, Percy would be telling her it’s all going to be okay, nothing will happen. He tries so hard to look at the bright side of things, even when they seem utterly dismal. But even people as wonderful as Percy are flawed and hurt. It doesn't surprise her that he harbors the same fears of bringing a baby into their complicated world.


“We’ll figure it out like we always do. Together.” She forces her voice to sound confident and assured.


“I’m going to be an awful father.” Percy wraps his arms tighter around himself. “How can I be someone’s father? Look at me. I drew my sword on you.”


“No you didn’t. You just pulled it out. Stop that.” Annabeth reaches over and pries his arms apart, noticing his bitten-down nails have dug deep into his palms. She smooths her thumb over the small ridges in his skin. “I’m not afraid of Riptide.”


“A baby is. A baby will get hurt.” Percy shudders again. It seems to take over his whole body. “I’m so afraid.”


Annabeth blinks tears from her eyes. She can’t break down, not while he needs her.


“Me too.” She replies. “But we’re going to be okay.”


“Annabeth,” this time, his voice is a desperate sound, a pleading whisper, though she doesn’t know what it is he’s asking for.


“Come here.” She urges gently, and opens her arms.


Percy falls against her. He buries his face in the crook of her neck and presses her against his chest. She curls her knees up and pretzels her way into his arms so they’re as close as humanly possible. He still smells like shampoo from his shower before bed, and the lingering remnants of his mouthwash are present in his shattered breaths.


He holds onto her like they’re floating in space and she’s the one thing anchoring him to the aircraft.


She feels wetness on her shoulder, and she knows he’s crying. Percy doesn’t like to cry in front of people. Annabeth and his mother are the only ones he ever lets see him like this. “I’m here.” She soothes, and at this point, she knows he just has to get it out of his system. She will hold him all night if that’s what he needs.


Time begins to warp as they curl into one another. Percy’s weeping gradually fades into a slow, exhausted trail of breaths. His body stops trembling. He doesn’t loosen his grip on her, but he pulls his face from her shoulder and meets her eyes in the darkness.


“I…I’m so sorry.” Now he sounds more like himself, contrite and embarrassed at such a vulnerable display of heavy emotion. Such a loss of control.


“Please don’t apologize for your pain.” Annabeth murmurs. “I love you. You’re strong and brave and so incredibly amazing.”


“But…” his eyes dart across the room, where Riptide still lay askew.


“Oh stop with the sword already.” She rolls her eyes. “You didn’t even get near me.”


He smiles, but it doesn’t reach his eyes.


“I’m sorry you’re having a night like this.” Annabeth reaches up and brushes a lock of dark hair from his forehead, fingertips slowly trailing down the sculpted features of his handsome face. He kisses her hand when she reaches his lips and she smiles.


“I’m sorry I woke you. And kept you… and… for everything I said.” His eyebrows knit together. “The last thing you need is-”


“Hey, I just need my fiancé to be himself. Every single part of him.” Annabeth leans in and kisses his nose delicately. “I’m here, forever. We’re here for each other, and everything that entails, okay?”


He nods vigorously. “Okay. Okay. I’m s-”


“Say sorry one more time.” She warns. Percy takes her hand and grips it tightly. His gaze descends so he’s looking at her belly, round and visible in the gray t-shirt she’s wearing.


“Baby is fine.” She assures him. “Blissfully unaware of anything.”


“You don’t give them nearly enough credit.” He muses quietly. Then, something seems to dawn on him. “Hey, did you call the baby a him? Since when are you so sure?”


“Oh. Your father visited me the other night. He called the baby “little guy.”


Percy’s eyes widen. “Wait, can he-”


“No clue.”


“A boy?” Percy wonders. “Whoa.”


“Possibly.” She shrugs. “I still want to wait to find out.”


“Doesn’t change anything either way.”


“No it doesn’t.” She agrees. “We’ll protect him, Percy. He will be okay.”


Percy exhales slowly, nodding as if trying to convince himself. “You’re right.”


Before she can reply, a strange sensation courses through her stomach. It’s an odd movement, almost like something is wiggling within her. She feels a jolt into her side, and lets out a reflexive gasp, hand darting to her middle to touch the spot of the disturbance.


Percy is instantly on high alert. “Annabeth? What’s wrong?”


“The baby.” She manages, perplexed by the feeling.


“What?” He insists. “Are we going to the hospital? Does it hurt? Talk to me.”


“I-I think he’s…whoa!”


“Annabeth!” Percy looks beyond freaked out now.


“Here.” She reaches over to grasp his wrist and brings his palm flat over the crest of her belly. His hand is so large it used to cover the expanse of her stomach, but as her middle grows more distended, he’s losing space. He looks at her with concerned green eyes, until the movement jabs forward again, and she knows he feels the rolling kick of their baby against his hand.


The tone of his voice can be described only as awestruck. “Annabeth is he-”


“He’s kicking!” She exclaims. “Finally!”


“Oh,” Percy’s other hand comes around to lay over her belly, cradling it between his palms like there’s some sort of precious metal there. “He’s really there. He’s there. He’s okay.”


“Ooh,” Annabeth winces. “He takes after his dad. Bit of a show off.”


Percy’s forehead creases in a frown again. “Are you okay?”


She smiles, poking the little wrinkle in his forehead. “You’re cute when you’re worried. Your eyebrows get all scrunched together.”


“I've been told." He runs his teeth over his lower lip. "You're okay?"


"I’m fine.” She promises. “Percy, take a deep breath. Everything is… everything is wonderful. Our baby is kicking.”


Percy manages a smile at her, his gaze alight now with more excitement and giddiness. He rubs a small circle on her belly, and the eager foot seems to chase the movement, kicking along the length of his path.


“I love you so much.” He says, though she isn’t sure if he’s talking to her or the baby.


“We love you too.” She decides to answer for them both anyway.


He looks back at her with those big green eyes, an open smile dimpling his cheeks. Gods he is the most handsome man in the world. How is she lucky enough to be sitting here with him while he cradles her belly and tells her he loves her?


She knows he will feel guilty about tonight for longer than he should, but she’d meant what she said. Everything will be okay.


Suddenly, somehow, she really does feel it.
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It’s December 23rd when Annabeth is greeted by an old friend.


She isn’t much of a fan of the holidays. Past deadlines of the winter solstice aside, growing up without a real family other than her fellow demigods at camp, this time of year could be pretty rough.


There are flashes in her memory of one winter on the road with Thalia and Luke. The three of them standing outside a well-lit, gated community upstate. Luke helped the girls hop the fence, then vaulted himself over. They walked along the decorated sidewalks, eyes alight with beautiful and intricate designs for Christmas.


Annabeth remembers tugging on Luke’s arm and asking, “hey Luke? If we don’t have a house, how’s Santa gonna find us?”


She hadn’t noticed at the time, but the two older kids exchanged an unsure glance. Luke knelt down beside her, and he smiled as if he had all the answers in the world.


He brushed a curly lock of hair from her face and replied, “don’t worry Annabeth. He always finds his way to the good kids.”


Christmas morning she’d awoken groggily in one of their safehouses, to find a newspaper-wrapped present just for her.


“Santa came!” She’d exclaimed, scrambling over to the gift while Luke and Thalia watched with eager smiles.


She unwrapped a picture book about architecture, with detailed images of the tallest skyscrapers. Her eyes went wide with the incredible photos.


She remembers feeling a longing in her chest, a yearning to build something that beautiful.


Today, Annabeth is on her lunch break at the esteemed architecture firm where she holds an impressive position.


Instead of stewing in the stuffy office, she’s taking a walk through the park, enjoying a steaming hot chocolate (since caffeine is bad for the baby) and ruminating on the last minute Christmas grocery shopping they still need to do.


After a few minutes, her feet grow sore and tired and she retires to a nearby bench, shivering even in her thick layers. Percy is a stickler about dressing warm these days, not wanting her to catch a cold while pregnant. His mother-henning is beginning to verge on annoyance, but she loves him for caring so much.


It would be nice to lose track of time, but she’s aware of each passing moment that leads back to her shift. Percy has been covering extra shifts in order to get Christmas Day off, so Annabeth has been home alone for a few nights. She misses him, though the trade off is worth it.


It’s just as she’s about to heave herself off the bench and make her way back to work, when she hears a voice from behind her.


“Thought I might find you here.”


Annabeth’s brain moves faster than her body. Almost instinctively, she lurches to her feet, trying to move toward the familiar voice.


Unfortunately, as of late, her center of gravity is quite off. She slips on the icy sidewalk and tilts sideways.


Thalia catches her arm just as her hip hits the ground, only a slight jolt of pain passing through her body. She quickly caresses her swollen middle, though she’s sure such a gentle fall has done no damage.


“Wow,” the hunter of Artemis muses, “you’ve put on a few.”


Annabeth looks up at her old friend, cheeks burning red with embarrassment at her clumsy show. Thalia helps her to her feet, keeping a protective hand on her arm.


She’s dressed as usual in her silver parka and boots. Her quiver of arrows slung on her back, dazzling blue eyes stark amidst the snowy backdrop of the park. Still a teenager, but her expression is wiser than ever.


“Thalia!” Annabeth is helpless to do anything but rush forward and wrap her friend in a tight embrace.


“Anything you want to tell me?” The girl laughs, though she easily submits to the hug.


“I’m uh… pregnant.” Annabeth pulls away and smiles a bit breathlessly.


“No shit.” Thalia laughs, but her expression turns earnest. “I assume this is the work of that fiancé of yours? Or have you broadened your horizons past the sea?”


“Thalia!”


“Oh I’m kidding, come on! I’m so happy for you guys. You look lovely.”


“I don’t think that’s true.” Annabeth readjusts her coat over the noticeable roundness of her middle. “I sort of look like I swallowed a basketball.”


“Sort of.” Thalia agrees. “But I hear that’s normal. How far along are you?”


“Six months.”


“Wow,” the younger girl shakes her head, “this is crazy. You’re going to be a mom. Percy is going to be a dad. It’s sort of insane.”


“Worried we’re not cut out for it?” Annabeth inquires, only half kidding.


“Not in the slightest. I think the two people who held up the sky can certainly handle changing a few diapers.” Thalia beams at her.


Annabeth looks at her feet bashfully, though she can’t really see them at this point.


“What are you doing here? Where are the rest of the hunters?”


“We’re on a little mission for Lady Artemis, nothing major. I figured while we’re in New York I had to stop by and see you. Your apartment was empty so I tried work but you weren’t there either.”


“I’m on lunch.”


Thalia eyes her cup of hot chocolate. “Where’s your food?”


”Come on Thalia, I’m six months pregnant. I ate it already.”


“Alright alright,” Thalia pats her arm, “just making sure. I know how you can get. Change and all.”


Annabeth’s chest feels warm at the reminder of how well her friend knows her.


“Don’t worry. Percy is…he’s taking very good care of me.” She replies. “Like he always does.”


“He’ll be a good father.” Thalia says.




“He will. He’s got a wonderful mom and stepdad to show him the way.” Annabeth agrees. “And he’s always been better at this stuff than me.”


“What stuff?”


“Family.”


Thalia’s expression softens. “Annabeth…”


“You know I was just thinking about that Christmas we spent in our hideout.” Annabeth tells her as Thalia gently guides her by the arm back to the bench.
They both sit down, the hunters blue eyes trained on Annabeth as she speaks.


“I don’t think I ever thanked you two,” she continues, “for the book.”


Thalia shrugs. “Why would you? It was from Santa.”


Laughing, Annabeth replies, “I’m serious. It… it made everything feel like it was going to be okay. I needed it that year.”


The other girl adjusts on the bench, her electric eyes drifting away from Annabeth’s face. It’s quiet for a moment while she seemed to chew on her response.


“I didn’t want to get you anything,” Thalia admits after a silence. “I thought if you were going to survive in our world, it was time to start facing harsh realities. Santa isn’t real.”


“Oh.” Annabeth isn’t sure what to think of that.


“But Luke.” She shakes her head, glancing over her shoulder as if she’s afraid their dead friend is somehow overhearing. “Luke said you’d faced more harsh realities than any seven year old could take. He went out late that night and I have no idea where he found it, but he brought it back. I didn’t even think you’d like it. What kind of seven year old likes books?”


“Me.” Annabeth says softly.


“Apparently he knew that. He knew you liked the buildings and wondered about how things were made. I never really noticed until then.” Thalia sighs. “I was never good at family either. For a while, I think he was the only one who really understood it.”


“I guess so.” Her reply is rigid with emotion.


This is a subject she tries desperately to avoid thinking about if she can help it. The most painful loss she’d ever experienced. Luke. Her big brother. The first family she’d really ever had.


“I have a family now, though.” Annabeth’s hand instinctively comes up to cradle her belly.


“You do.” Thalia wraps an arm around her shoulders and tucks Annabeth against her side. “This baby is pretty much the luckiest kid in the entire world to get you as her mom.”


“Her?” Annabeth asks with interest.


“Oh yeah. It better be a girl.” Thalia arches an eyebrow teasingly. “Don’t bring Percy Jr into this world. We couldn’t handle him.”


Annabeth finds it in her to laugh. “I think the world would be lucky to have more Percy.”


“That’s cause you’re smitten. Trust me.”


She laughs again. She never grows tired of Thalia’s rough sense of humor.


“Hey, have you told your dad yet?” Thalia wonders, as if she’d only just thought of this.


Annabeth clears her throat. “Not yet.”


Striking blue eyes look dubiously at her swollen stomach. “Running out of time, aren’t you?”


“I…I’ll get to it.” Her voice is the slightest bit defensive now. She doesn’t want to think about this.


“Okay, okay. Sorry. Look, I’m sure you have to get back to work but I’ll try to make it back to see the baby. When are you due?”


“March 13th.”


“Alright. Take care of yourself Annabeth. I’m just an IM away if you need anything, okay?” Thalia gets to her feet.


Annabeth nods, squeezing her hand once before releasing. “Okay. You too, Thalia.”


Thalia nods and darts off into the crowds of New York, disappearing in the flurry. Annabeth is left sitting on that bench, every inch of her unable to move.


She’s definitely going to be late getting back to work.


Annabeth sets her bag on the counter in the quiet kitchen, chewing on the inside of her cheek. The rest of her day had gone by with a sullen, overcast feeling after her visit with Thalia.


Her mind raced about things she hadn’t thought about in years. Luke. Their childhood. His promise of family, of forever.


She’s over it now. She trusts that Percy is here with her, forever. He is permanent. His love is real.


But she’s been haunted by memories today. Probably just overthinking mixed with hormones, and panic about the baby.


She looks down at her unfamiliar body; swollen stomach blocking the view of her sock-clad feet. Part of her wonders what Luke would say if he were here right now.


Sometimes in moments of weakness or memory, she can almost imagine he’s standing beside her, as he so often was in their youth.


“Wow, that kid must be out of room by now.” He’d say, eyeing her belly critically, though there was always a warmth behind his teasing.


“That’s not a very nice thing for his Godfather to say.” She’d retort.


“Aw, come on, you know I’m just kidding. You look adorable. And- hey…what did you say?” His blue eyes would get wide, while she grinned excitedly.


“Please. Like you didn’t know you’d be his Godfather. There’s no one else Percy and I trust more. You’re more my brother than anyone related to me.”


Luke would bring his hand to his mouth, awed and shocked by the accolade. His eyes would get tearful, and he’d pull her against him, hugging so tight she’d worry that the baby was going to get smushed.


“You’re going to be the most amazing mom.” He’d say breathlessly. “I can’t wait to meet your little baby.”


Who are you fooling? She thinks dejectedly. He hated Percy. He’d never approve of any of this. He’d probably be just like your mother. He’d hate your baby.


“Stop it,” she says aloud, trying to wrangle in these negative thoughts. Sometimes they’re so deafening she has to overpower them.


Annabeth exhales shakily, gripping the countertop to keep herself grounded in reality. She wishes more than anything that Percy could be here right now. He always knows how to pull her out of these slumps. These moments where she’s agonizing over every person she’s lost.


But he isn’t here. He’s busy saving lives, putting others first. He’s always been that way. Selfless, heroic, the first to run into the fire.


Normally, he can talk her down from these panicked outbursts, he can make her feel safe and grounded again. He holds her until she finally lets out a smooth breath and feels okay enough to talk it out.


Instead, tonight she does something really stupid. She calls her father.


She isn’t even sure why she thinks he’ll answer. It’s winter, he’s busy with finals and preparing for the next semester. If that weren’t enough of an excuse, he’s never been great at correspondence with her anyway. She doubts he’ll answer a late night phone call from a number he may or may not even recognize.


To her surprise, the phone rings only twice before a voice asks, “Annabeth?”


It’s him, her dad. He sounds wide-awake, albeit a bit puzzled to be hearing from her. They haven’t spoken much this year, and not at all since she found out she was expecting.


She’s been planning to tell him, really she has, but… well, it’s never been the right time, has it? Does she want to do this over the phone? No. But is she going to fly out to tell him? Also no.


“Hey Dad.” She manages, sitting down heavily in the loveseat.


“Are you alright sweetheart?” He responds quickly. “You sound…off. Different.”


Annabeth swallows hard. She doesn’t understand how he can possibly tell, given that he barely knows her, not like a father should know his daughter. But somehow he hit the nail on the head.


“Yeah um Dad actually…” she clears her throat, “I sort of have some news.”


There is a measured silence on the other end, before he says, “okay…”


“I wanted to do this in person but I’m not sure when the opportunity will arise.” She admits nervously. “I’m uh-”


“Are you sick?” He cuts her off before she can finish. “Is it some sort of Olympian thing? What’s wrong?”


“No, no I’m not sick.” Her eyes descend to look at her round middle filling her lap.


Her heart wrenches. In a few short months, she will have a baby. A child. An entire person who is going to have this man as their grandfather. They deserve at least a fighting chance at knowing him, don’t they?


“I’m… pregnant.” She forces the words out, even though they feel acidic on her tongue.


Annabeth isn’t sure what she was expecting. She remembers Sally and Paul finding out, how they’d rushed her and hugged her so tight she felt suffocation. She remembers Estelle making plans to take the baby shopping and spoil them, even though she’s never even met them. She remembers Poseidon cradling her face, patting her belly, saying he can’t wait to meet their blessing.


When her father responds, it’s not necessarily a surprise, but that doesn’t change the way it makes her feel.


“Oh.” Frederick’s voice is a bit caught off guard. “You’re having a baby? You and Percy?”


“Um…yeah.” “


Wow. You’re pregnant?”


“Uh-huh. 26 weeks tomorrow.” She clears her throat uncomfortably at his muted reaction.


“Annabeth…” there’s a shuffling on the other end, like he’s heading into another room and shutting the door, “is that…smart?”


“What?”


“Is it safe? You two having a baby? Isn’t he a monster magnet? His smell?”


Annabeth’s throat feels tight suddenly. Her hands are trembling. A feeling in her stomach that’s reminiscent of the early month’s morning sickness begins to resurge. Her grip tightens on the phone, trying to keep the receiver steady in her shaky grasp.


“He rarely gets attacked anymore.” She manages. “It’s…when you get older you’re less…um…potent.”


Is this really all her father can say?


“Oh.” Her dad repeats. “Oh. 26 weeks?”


“Yes.”


“That’s pretty far along, Annabeth. Were you… not planning on telling me?”


“Just wanted to get past the first trimester.” Annabeth is only vaguely aware of the words coming out of her mouth. Her chest feels like a sack full of bricks is resting on it, restricting her breathing.


“I see…so…I’m going to be a grandfather?”


Only on a technicality, she thinks with a sour expression.


“Uh-huh.”


“Wow.” There’s another awkward pause. “Does your mother know?”


Annabeth resists the urge to throw her phone into the wall and watch it shatter. “Uh-huh.”


“And what does she think of all this?”


“She was less than enthused.” Annabeth bites back.


“Right.” He sniffs. “Well, uh… this is exciting news dear. Thanks for letting me know.”


Any small dash of hope she’d had that maybe he’d care sort of melts out of her like hot fudge dripping down the side of an ice cream bowl. It runs out like a slowly bleeding wound, leaving her feeling drained and empty. Utterly alone.


“Well, I’ve got to go.” She forces the words to sound composed. “Just figured I’d tell you.”


“Oh. Sure sure. We’ll…talk soon?” His voice is unsure.


“Yeah. Bye Dad.”


“Bye Annabeth.”


The line disconnects before she has the chance to hit END.


Her hand lingers on the phone, and for an idiotic moment, part of her hopes he’ll call back and gush about how excited he is. Hopes that he’ll call back and ask how she’s feeling, ask if she’s picked out any names, ask anything about the baby to show that he gives a damn.


But of course he does not.


He’s said his piece. He obviously couldn’t be bothered. And this is no surprise.


That doesn’t make it hurt less.


She was stupid to call him at all. She shouldn’t have even told him.


She curls up on the loveseat, tucking her knees up as far as they’ll go with her large stomach hindering the movement. The phone clatters out of her hand, and she squeezes her eyes shut against an influx of tears.


She’s absolutely tired of crying. It’s something she so rarely used to do. She used to be so much tougher.


She’s weak now. Weak, compromised, desperate for her father’s love and attention. Desperate for her mother’s approval. Desperate to bring their baby into a world that’s more gentle than the one she grew up in.


Annabeth manages to hold it together, just leaning against the back of the chair. No tears come, but she’s absorbed by memories as she stares at the ceiling.


Running down cold streets with Luke and Thalia dragging her behind. Hiding behind Thalia as Luke battled a monster. Being held and comforted by the big kids when she suffered night terrors.


She remembers her stepmother’s harsh words as she would awaken from spider bites, her dad’s dismissal, how they hardly even looked for her when she left the house as a seven year old.


Her hands cradle each side of her swollen middle, and her fingers delicately run along the length of stretched skin. The baby provides a small series of kicks to the spots she rubs, and the faintest hint of a smile dawns on her face.


“Are you there?” Annabeth murmurs quietly, mapping the kicks across her skin with her index finger. “You know how much I love you, right kid?”


Obviously, she receives no answer.


“I’ll never let you feel the way I do.” She breathes. “I promise. As long as I live, baby…you’ll always know how much I love you. I promise. I promise.”


The baby kicks again, almost like a subtle reassurance that Annabeth has been acknowledged. It makes her laugh a bit. It’s sort of a Percy response, she thinks. Kicking someone who’s trying to show you love.


“Just keep kicking, kid.” She mutters affectionately. “I’ll get you back for it soon enough.”


Annabeth is awoken by the feeling of warm arms around her. Gravity suddenly shifts, and her eyes dart open frantically, gasping at the unexpected touch.


“Whoa, hey, hey sorry babe! It’s me. It’s Percy. Hey, sorry I didn’t mean to scare you.”


She blinks in the darkness, eyes adjusting slightly as she notices two small glints of green in the night.


Percy’s soft eyes are looking at her, and the rest of his face comes into focus. He looks tired and haggard from a long shift, but he’s attempting to pick her up off the loveseat.


“What are you doing?” She rubs sleep from her eyes, glancing at his arms around her.


“Your back will not forgive you if you sleep here.” He replies quietly. “I was moving you to the bed.”


Annabeth snorts. “Nowadays you’ll need a forklift.”


Percy rolls his eyes.“Give me a little credit, Wise Girl.”




With that, he hefts her up into his arms so fast she barely has time to wrap around his neck. He situates her so she’s bridal style in his grasp, though her swollen middle does present somewhat of a barrier, he seems to have no trouble leisurely walking them down the hall toward the bedroom.


“You don’t even sound winded.” She notes with praise.


“Good grief. I’m a firefighter. You act like I’m some noodle-armed wimp.” He gently lowers her to the bed, where she knows normally he would drop her as high as he could just to see her flail.


“I’m just particularly heavy.” She reminds him.


“I’ve carried unconscious guys twice your weight up staircases.” He adds, crossing the room and beginning to undress.


Annabeth watches him with intrigue, noticing the smooth lines of his thick back, the scars dancing over his tanned skin, the pulsing muscles and tendons in his arms.


He’s so beautiful, so perfect, and somehow hers.


Unpleasantly, she remembers the awful phone call with her dad and the memories of Luke that had threatened to drag her down earlier. She needs to feel close to him, connected.


“So what were you doing sleeping on that thing anyway?” He demands, sliding out of his cargo pants so he’s left in just a pair of black boxers. The curve of his lower back into his shapely ass is hard to look away from.


Annabeth climbs out of bed with slight difficulty, crossing the room to wrap her arms around his waist. Her cumbersome belly presents an obstacle, but she gets close enough to rest her face in the crook of his neck, inhaling the fresh smell of citrus soap.


“You smell clean.” She notices.


“Showered before I left the station. I was a little smokey.”


“Fire?”


“Mhm. Nothing major, grill fire at a restaurant. Nobody got hurt.”


“Good.” She breathes, exhaling and relaxing her body against his.


His arm comes up and he squeezes her hands where they’re clasped together around his shoulders.


“You okay, Wise Girl?” He asks gently.


“Yes.” She lies. “I just missed you.”


That part is true.


“You sure? You seem-”


“I’m just very pregnant.” Annabeth insists. “Pregnant, tired, and lonely. Missed you a lot.”


“I missed you too babe.” Percy turns around so he’s facing her in their embrace.


Their noses would be touching if her stomach weren’t putting distance between them. He glances down, resting his hand on the side of her belly.


“Anything for me?” He asks the belly politely, hoping to get a kick out of it.


“He’s asleep.” Annabeth says. “Cut him some slack. He worked a long day.”


Percy’s other hand comes up and tenderly brushes a lock of blonde hair from her face. He tucks it behind her ear, the pads of his fingertips linger on her cheekbone lovingly.


“And his mom?” He asks. “Did she have a long day?”


“Yeah.” Annabeth debates whether or not she wants to tell him about the day’s events. She doesn’t want to worry him, but she knows lying won’t do anyone any good. “Thalia came to see me.”


“Oh?” Percy presses his forehead against hers. “Was she surprised to see that you’re expecting?”


“Yes, but excited. Definitely excited.” Annabeth smiles shortly. “More so than… some people.”


His voice is guarded when he asks, “who exactly are you referring to?”


“I called my dad.” She replies, and pulls him tighter against her.


She buries her face in his bare chest, breathing in his clean warmth, hoping she won’t have to reveal her face. Hoping he’ll know what she needs without her having to explain it.


“Oh,” understanding is clear in his voice, and his grip tightens, “you told him?”


“Yeah.” She whispers.


“Oh, Annabeth.” Percy pulls her even closer, resting his chin in her hair and wrapping his arms around her body protectively.


One of his hands braces across her lower back to support her weight, the other cups the back of her head, wrapping her up entirely. She feels safe, protected, like no one can touch her except for him.


“I’m sorry.” He murmurs, even though she hasn’t told him any details of the call. “He doesn’t deserve you, Annabeth.”


“Mm.” She doesn’t have the heart to add more.


“What did he say to you?” There’s a familiar note of rough anger in Percy’s voice, though he attempts to keep it hidden so as not to stress her out further.


“Oh, not much.” Annabeth shrugs half-heartedly. “I… I don’t think I want to talk about it.”


“Okay babe.” Percy exhales. “You know you’re not alone right? You’ve got my whole family, and everyone at camp, all of our friends. And me, always me.”


Gods, she loves him so much. His words can’t fix everything that’s wrong, of course not, but they sure as hell make the cold ice wrapping around her heart seem to melt away.


If she couldn’t get it in a father, at least she gets to experience true, unconditional love from the one man who’s always shown her it.


“I love you.” Annabeth manages. “I love you so much, Percy.”


“Hey, I love you too.” He kisses the top of her head sweetly.


“I couldn’t do this with anyone else. You’re my best friend.” She leans up on her toes and presses her lips against his.


He’s warm, soft and strong. He smells so nice, so familiar and safe. He holds her with such a sturdy embrace that it’s hard to feel anything less than completely protected. He is selfless and everything wonderful in the world and she needs to be as close to him as humanly possible.


Annabeth’s lips trail gently away from his, kissing the smooth skin of his cheek, down to his sharp jaw and his neck. His skin is flushed and warm beneath her touch, and she hungrily kisses and sucks on the flesh of his neck until he lets out a small noise that’s halfway between a moan and an exhale.


“Babe…” his voice is a gentle warning.


“I love you so much.” She repeats, bringing her lips back up to meet his.


His body is like a furnace against hers. Percy has always been warm, but lately he’s like her own personal space heater. It’s been slightly annoying as the hot flashes kicked in, but right now she needs more of it.


He loves her no matter what. He will always be here for her. He will never make her feel the way others have, abandoned and betrayed.


Her hands tangle in his hair, pulling gently as she pulls his body closer to hers. They are frustratingly hindered by her swollen middle, so she wraps her ankle around his and tugs his leg up against her inner thigh.


“Annabeth…” he whispers when their lips part.


“I know.” She breathes back.


Their sex life had taken a bit of a dip in the beginning of her pregnancy as she was too sick to ever be in the mood, and as her belly grew and made her feel more awkward and insecure, less comfortable in her own body, it hadn’t exactly been rousing.


They’ve done their best, but for two people who were once relatively insatiable, it’s been a bit of an adjustment.


But she doesn’t care about any of that right now. She wants to be as close to him as possible. She needs him.


Her hands slide down his bare back, fingertips tracing the delicate curve of his spine. She feels him shudder beneath her touch, and her lips curl up at the corner.


“Are you sure?” Percy asks, so softly that she has to strain to hear it.


“I want you.” Annabeth replies.


He needs no further encouragement. Percy wraps his arms around her waist tightly, pulling her closer until their lips meet once more. His hands grip her hips, and he walks her over to the bed, smoothly laying her on her back without disconnecting their lips.


Unfortunately, laying on her back is unbearably uncomfortable with the weight of her stomach pressing down. She grimaces and adjusts, which causes him to pull back.


“Are you alright?” He asks worriedly.


“Fine Seaweed Brain. Just need to lay on my side I think?” She isn’t exactly an expert in the field of intercourse when you’re swollen like a soccer ball.


“Let me help you.” His hands are on her waist again and he gently helps her into a sitting position, wrapping his thighs around her hips as he leans in to plant another long kiss against her mouth. Sliding off her pants is easier than she expects, leaving her clad in a pair of small black underwear and her button down.


Percy’s smile gleams in the darkness, sweet with just a tiny bit of troublemaker. Looking at him, tanned skin bathed in a silvery glow from the moonlight, the contours of his toned body curving in each direction with utter perfection,


Annabeth suddenly feels inadequate. She often does, beside her completely flawless fiance. It’s ridiculous really. He is selfless, brave, handsome, funny and smart.


He is a hero. He is a kind soul and a wonderful human being. He is more than she’s ever deserved.


He is also presently in excellent shape, whereas she… she has never looked more unattractive.


Annabeth is suddenly all too aware of every flaw and imperfection littering her skin. The unpleasant pink stretch marks decorating her sides. The strained discomfort of her round belly on her hips. Her aching chest and swollen breasts. The extra layer of weight around her legs and arms and face.


Everything about her feels undesirable and awkward.


Percy leans in to kiss her neck, his mouth so shapely and sweet that she nearly forgets her silly insecurities. Her mind is wrestling with itself; half of her is humiliated and wants nothing more than to hide her unclothed body in multiple layers, but the other desperately wants to be close to the only person who’s ever shown her unconditional love.


His fingers trail down tenderly until they reach the top button of her shirt. Before she fully realizes what’s happening, her hand has shot out and grabbed his wrist like a vice, preventing him from undoing the button.


“Annabeth?” His voice is confused.


There has never been a time in their sexual relationship where she prevented him from undressing her. Normally, she’s begging for it. Her brain is overwhelmed.


She wants this, wants to be with him. But she also is terrified of it. Everything feels wrong.


“Hey, you okay?” His other hand comes up to brush a lock of hair behind her ear. She nearly shudders at the tender touch.


“I-I…” Annabeth struggles to formulate the proper words to express what she’s feeling. “Percy…”


“Hey, it’s okay babe. We don’t have to-“


“I want to!”


“Okay.” Percy replies in a level voice. “What is wrong then?”


“I…” She swallows the lump in her throat. It feels like jagged rocks going down.“I’m…”


Gods, her voice is trembling like a pathetic kid. She hates this. She feels so out of control and unfamiliar in her own body. She knows she is the biggest burden and headache to ever walk the earth.


He doesn’t deserve this at all. She needs to be better. She-


“Baby,” He sounds surprised now, concern etching into his voice as his thumb reaches up to brush wetness from her cheek. “Hey, Annabeth, are you crying? Talk to me.”


Ugh. She’s so tired of crying.


“Why am I always crying?” She blubbers. “Why do I ruin everything?”


“Wise Girl, what are you talking about? You don’t-”


“All I wanted was to be close to you. Intimate with you. And I’m so insecure and neurotic that I don’t even want you to take my shirt off. I feel disgusting and like you deserve more. I’m too much-”


“Stop it.” Percy says sternly, brushing more tears from her cheeks. “Stop it, Annabeth. That isn’t true. You are everything to me. You and this baby are my whole world. Always.”


“But-”


“Sweetheart, I promise you. I know this is hard, and you’re going through a lot of weird shit right now.” He smiles gently. “But I swear to you, you are never too much. You’re perfect. Every inch of you. I’ve thought that since the day I saw those beautiful gray eyes outside the infirmary.”


Annabeth sniffles, sitting cross legged as he readjusts on the bed so they’re facing each other. His warm hand rests on her bare thigh, the contact of his palm on her flesh is almost enough to make her forget her insecurities and pull him close.


“I’m sorry I’m always crying and a mess.” She wipes at her face, shaking her head.


“You’re pregnant, Annabeth. When are you going to cut yourself some slack for shit that happens to normal people?” He edges closer to her. “I’m here. It’s okay.”


“I don’t know what to do with these feelings.” She admits stupidly. “My father doesn’t even care that I’m having a baby. My mother despises it. You’re the only person who’s ever loved me unconditionally, and I can’t even be good enough for you.”


“First of all, lots of people love you unconditionally. Chiron. All of our friends. My family, who are also your family by the way. And the baby.” He leans over and splays his palm out on the swell of her middle. “This baby is going to love you so much you’ll probably get sick of it.”


“Never.” She whispers.


“Secondly.” He says. “You are so much more than I’ll ever deserve. I have been in love with you since we were twelve years old, and that will never change. You are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever laid eyes on.”


Annabeth glances down at her round belly, wincing. “Even right now?”


“Especially right now, my love.” Percy scoots in closer and kisses her nose lightly. “You are glowing, babe. I know that sounds like some grade A bullshit, but it’s true. You are absolutely beautiful. Perfect. Radiant.”


“But… my belly.” She sniffs. “I have stretch marks. And I’m getting so big I just… it all feels wrong. I don’t feel like myself. I’m not the person you fell in love with.”


“Annabeth. You could gain five hundred pounds or shrink to the size of a worm, and you’d still always be the person I fell in love with. I know it’s corny as fuck, but I’m in love with what’s in here.”


He gently pokes her forehead, and then places his hand over her rapidly beating heart with earnest eyes.


“I’m in love with the girl who told me I drool in my sleep. The girl who made me dance with her when I was too afraid to ask. The girl who pushed me to my limits, who made me better, stronger and smarter. The girl whose memory I clung to when I drowned myself in the river Styx, and when I’d forgotten even my own mother. The person who has literally been to Hell and back with me. That is who I’m in love with. Not a toned stomach or legs. The woman whose heart helped me become the man I am today.”


Annabeth’s fingers come up to wrap around his hand, which still rests on her heart. She squeezes tightly, and he squeezes back. Tears are streaming down her cheeks, but this time not from sadness.


“I-I love you so much,” is all she can manage through stuttering breaths and tears.


“I love you too, Wise Girl.” He kisses her and presses his forehead into hers. “And you know what?”


“What?”


Percy leans down and gently lifts the hem of her button down shirt, exposing her round middle. Annabeth resists the urge to grimace and shy away, watching curiously as he leans in and presses his face into her side.


“You are the most beautiful, sexy woman in the world. All the galaxies, cosmos, and even in the afterlife.” He kisses the line of angry red marks on her side, his hand coming up to cup the swell of her belly as he delicately kisses her stretched skin. “I am unbelievably lucky to be sitting here with you right now.”


Her wet eyes blink dry, and she sighs dreamily. Percy, even though he’s simply saying what he’s thinking, always manages to make her insecurities feel lightyears away.


“We never have to do anything you don’t want to do.” He assures her warmly. “But for the record, I’m turned on just seeing you sit here in these little panties.”


Annabeth’s cheeks flush red. “Percy!”


“Just bein’ honest, Wise Girl.” He offers her a mischievous grin. “I’d love to rip these off with my teeth.”


Oh…


She swallows hard, wiping her eyes dry as an influx of emotions overwhelm her. She reaches for him, and he obliges.


He pulls their bodies together and kisses her hard. By the time their lips part, she’s breathing heavily and starry-eyed.


“You okay my dear?” Percy whispers, green eyes combing her face intently.


“Mhm.” She assures him. “Is it crazy that I still really want to…”


“Nope.” He shakes his head. “Not crazy at all. Cause I’d love to.”


Annabeth smirks. “Get over here, Seaweed Brain.”


“Oh, it’s on babe. It’s on.”
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Summary


Eight years after the Events of 'Heroes of Olympus" Percy Jackson has isolated himself from everyone he knows. It has been four years that he's spent on his own when an old friend shows up on his doorstep. Can he return to his old life? His old friends? Does he have the strength to atone for his behavior? Do his loved ones have the capacity to forgive him?


Notes


My first ever work on AO3! I'm very excited to be sharing with you all. I hope ya'll enjoy and stick around long enough for the story to develop. Cheers!


Old friends
        Percy Jackson collapsed onto his couch in exhaustion. He has spent the last full week at his old summer camp holding a rigorous workshop on sword fighting. Seven years after his last summer at Camp Half-blood and he still kept up the sword. As long as he still had the nightmares. As long as he had to live in fear of the monsters he had struck down many times before. He would keep up the sword. It was his only comfort in the world. The least he could do for the next generation of demigods was pass on his knowledge. After all, who else had done what he had? Taken on the threats he had and survived? At twenty-five years old Percy felt like he had lived several lifetimes. With a sigh Percy rose to a sitting position. He paused for a moment and brushed a stray lock of raven hair out of his sea green eyes. Gotta check the defenses.


        He checked each of the windows first. Celestial Bronze wiring lined each frame. Percy carefully tested the tension on each, adjusting a device hooked up to the wires as he deemed necessary. Outside the window, dusk was falling. Percy could see far into the distance and the only thing that stretched out before him was miles upon miles of empty plains. He finished checking the last window in his small home just as the last light of day dissipated. He dragged his feet as he made his way to the back door and armed a device similar to the ones on the windows. The front door had a larger control panel with multiple buttons. Percy entered a sequence on the pad, and all the celestial Bronze in the house hummed for a moment then was silent. A view screen opened on the wall next to the door and Percy had visual of everything surrounding his homestead.         


        Leo really was a genius. When Percy told him about his idea for home security specifically for demigods, Leo was all too happy to make a prototype, and it had worked perfectly. By now, monsters knew to avoid this empty piece of land in Southern Colorado. Anything that came out this way didn't survive long. Still, every night, Percy armed the traps and set the alarms. And every night he stared at the view screen, daring something to appear until he fell asleep. He was glad to be home. Despite the protected borders of Camp Half-blood, he couldn't bring himself to be comfortable there anymore. He knew only too well that those borders were not infallible. Not to mention the nightmares became far more vivid the closer he was to Olympus. It's one of the reasons he chose to live so far away. Halfway between Olympus and Hades, and far from his father's domain. It suited him just fine.


        Percy knew, despite all the distance and despite all his precautions, it was only a matter of time before another disaster found its way into his life, so he tried to make the most of his peace. He tried to enjoy the solitude. He spent the days training and tending his land and animals. He loved the self-sufficience, but even so, at night he found himself feeling lonely. No matter how hard he tried to forget, his mind would always wander towards Annabeth. And nearly every night he would dream about the last time he saw her.


 


        "It's not a big deal Percy. I'm a big girl and I can handle myself"


        "Annabeth you know It's not about whether you can handle yourself. But why do you need to go? What does one year abroad matter? You'll be safer here."


        "SAFE? What does safety matter when we are spending our lives hiding in fear? I want to experience life, Percy. LIFE! Maybe you've heard of it from any of our friends who have moved on with their lives."


        "You think I'm living in fear? That's what you think of me? We spent our entire childhoods fighting and you think my need for a little peace is fear? How DAR-"


        "-Oh I don't think Percy. I know. You were the most powerful demigod of our generation and now you're nothing but a paranoid coward. I'm going on this trip, you can't stop me."


         "I'm not going to try to stop you Annabeth. But if you go, we are through. I'm not going to spend an entire year wondering if my girlfriend is being attacked by any number of evil creatures while she galivants around Europe because she wants to experience life."


        "Is that really how you feel, Percy? Well I hope you don't regret what you've said because I'm done. I hope you find that peace you seem to think comes with hiding away in New Rome for the rest of your life. Goodbye, Percy."


        His last memory of Annabeth was her tear covered face turning from him and her blonde curls bouncing as she ran, leaving him alone in the dark plaza in New Rome.


        Percy woke with a start. Alarms were blaring and a loud banging on the door alerted him of an intruder before he even saw the visual on the screen. Outside the front door, an old friend was waiting. Impatiently pounding on the door wearing a vexed look on his face.


        "Perrrrccyy! Let me in! I know this is your house!" Percy made his way to the door to let Grover in and tried to prepare himself for whatever was to come. He silenced the alarm and disarmed the traps. He reached for the deadbolt and steeled himself before turning the doorknob.


        "Grover… uh, hi" he said sheepishly as he opened the door and stood in the frame, facing his friend for the first time in years.


        "Grover, Hi??? Are you serious? No contact in almost FOUR years and all you have to say is 'Grover, Hi'?" Grover muttered a few obscenities under his breath before deciding to address Percy again. “I don't know if I can forgive you for the way you disappeared without saying a word. The only way any of us even knew you were alive was because of Leo. For some reason you decided to let him in on your little secret, but not me? Not even Annabeth?”


        “Don’t talk to me about Annabeth, Grover. It was mutual. She wants nothing to do with me.”


        “Oh, don't give me that crap, Jackson. You know full well that you ran away the minute Annabeth called you on your bullshit.”


        “Why did you come here, Grover? Did you come to berate me? As if I don’t beat myself up every single day. Do you want to know why I disappeared? I never wanted to be a demigod. I never wanted to be a son of Poseidon. I never wanted to be ‘the most powerful demigod of a generation.’ Everyone I love was always in danger. Because of me. I attracted the most powerful bad guys and time and again they would target my loved ones to get to me. Can you blame me for getting tired of that? I did the only thing I could. I left.” Percy drew a long shuddering breath. “I couldn’t protect everyone, Grover. I saved the world countless times and I still couldn’t keep everyone safe.”


        Silence permeated the distance between the two of them. The sun rose steadily as the satyr and the man considered each other. After an endless moment, it was the satyr who decided to break the silence and close the distance first.


        “Percy, as long as I have known you. Even before you knew you were a demigod. You have carried the weight of the world on your shoulders.” Grover reached forward and placed both hands on Percy's shoulders. “I’ve missed you, man. Monsters and Gods are not the worst things that can happen to a person in life. Seeing you here. Like this. You look healthy but… Percy. You can pretend you did this for everyone else, but cutting everyone off was selfish. It was cowardly.” Grover took a breath before continuing, but Percy cut him off before he could speak.


       “Cowardly? Grover, you cannot be serious.” his voice was seething. He couldn’t help but remember the last time he saw Annabeth. When she said the exact same thing. “If all you came here to do was insult me, well, then I hope it was worth your time. I have work to do. The animals need to be fed.”


        Percy pulled on a worn pair of work boots sitting by the door and slipped past Grover still standing in the doorway. He trudged toward a small shed and unlocked a padlock on the door. Inside was a curious assortment of tools, animal feed, and various weapons and armor mounted on the walls. He effortlessly heaved a bag of feed over his shoulder and turned to make his way to the paddock. Percy was acutely aware that with every step he took, Grover was still following behind him.


        Percy made his way around the paddock and filled the feed troughs without saying a word. He had missed Grover. Grover was his oldest friend, but he couldn’t shake the feeling of resentment. The two people he cared most about in the world thought he was a coward. And worst of all, he was afraid it might be true. Percy shook his head as if banishing the thought and walked back to the shed to stash the remainder of the food. Resolving that Grover was not going to leave until he said what he came to say, Percy made his way back to the small abode and opened the door.


        He turned to face Grover, and with a ghost of humor asked him “So, are you going to come in, or what?” Grover bleated softly, the way he only did when he was nervous and stepped beside Percy to enter the house.


        Percy was acutely aware that Grover was the first person to set foot in his home besides Leo. But, Leo didn’t count. He had helped build the place and Percy felt that it belonged just as much to the son of Hephaestus as himself. Percy followed Grover in, and found himself surveying the place as if it was his first time here as well.


        The front door entered into a sparsely furnished living room. There was an armchair piled with dirty clothes. A TV stand housed an ancient cathode ray television with a stack of old VHS tapes piled on the side. Directly facing the old TV was a shabby futon in the down position with a plaid flannel blanket hanging off the edge. The only other piece of furniture in the room was a low coffee table that was so buried in pieces of paper and dishes you would have to sift through a few layers before finding its surface. Everything in the room was coated in a thin layer of dust that could only be the result of several years without a thorough cleaning. Percy gazed at the mess and a feeling of shame crept up inside of him for a moment, which was then replaced by irritability once again at Grover’s unannounced visit. Percy walked to the armchair and lifted up the pile of clothes in his arms and tossed them on the futon. He gestured at the now empty armchair.


      “Here. Sit.” Grover followed the command and plopped himself down on the chair. He started to say something but was, once again, cut off by Percy. “You want anything to drink? Some food? I might have some cans around.” Percy gestured at the coffee table, which indeed, had several empty beer cans among the detritus. Grover surveyed the table and glanced up at Percy meeting his gaze and holding it for a moment in silence. Percy felt like Grover was looking into his mind and was trying to discern how his best friend could become, well… this. Percy broke the gaze first and made his way to one of the two doorways that led off the living room. He fidgeted nervously, unnerved by Grovers’ silence.


        “I’m just gonna go to the bathroom real quick. I’ll be back in a sec.” He turned and closed the door behind him before Grover could say anything. He flipped on the lights and faced himself in the mirror. He turned the cold water faucet on and splashed his face a few times, grimy water running down the sink each time. He had an idea why Grover might be showing up now. Leo had warned him on his last visit that Annabeth’s dad, Frederick Chase, had been on a downward spiral with his health. Percy had spent the months following considering whether to break his vow of solitude and get in contact with Annabeth. He still cared for her deeply and knew she was probably in a lot of distress over this.


        Despite her once strained relationship with her father they had put the work into their relationship, reconciled and had grown very close. Percy had mulled it over for a long time, but still couldn’t decide whether he thought Annabeth would even want to hear from him. Eventually, he made the decision to venture into his old world and visit Camp Half-blood for a while. He told Chiron he wanted to pass on some of his sword fighting knowledge to the younger generation, but really he was trying to get information about what his old friends had been up to. He was sure Chiron had seen right through his ruse, but luckily the old centaur didn't seem interested in pushing Percy too hard and accepted Percy’s ‘sword fighting seminar’ excuse at face value.


       The week he spent back at camp half-blood was strange to say the least. There were a few familiar faces still around, but none of them were people he had ever been particularly close to. Mostly there were just a bunch of kids. All entirely new faces, and he couldn’t help but wonder if he had looked that young during his time at camp. Now the face that looked back at him was still youthful, but his sea-green eyes peered back sorrowful and he was beginning to get crows feet around them. He could clearly see the same face of the boy he used to be, but there was no doubt that he had aged. Physically and mentally.


        Percy shut the faucet off and dried his face on the towel hanging from the rack next to the sink. He considered himself in the mirror one more time before taking a deep breath and exiting the room to face Grover


Things left unsaid
Chapter Summary


Grover and Percy have a long talk.


Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
To Percy’s surprise Grover was no longer seated in the chair and was instead bent down looking at something by the window. When he heard Percy enter the room he stood and faced him giving a little lopsided grin. He pointed at one of the little security system control panels.


“Leo, huh?” Grover seemed very amused about the piece of technology and its implication. “We knew Leo was the only one you told when you… abandoned… us, but he managed to keep a lot of secrets. I never could have expected him to have that level of discretion.” Grover looked at Percy expectantly as if waiting for him to divulge just how much Leo had done for Percy. Percy couldn’t help but to relent. Truth be told it was great to see Grover. He wanted to break down and tell Grover everything, but he was still holding back. Percy walked over to the futon and threw himself down on it using the pile of clothes as a pillow.


“Well, I guess since you're here anyway, it wouldn't hurt to tell you some of what happened.”


“Just ‘some’?”


“We’ll see how much.” Percy stopped a moment gathering his thoughts and wondering where to begin. “You remember about five years back when I was home with my mother for the summer?” Grover nodded. “You know that my mom, and Estelle were attacked by a cyclops. Luckily Annabeth was there and we were able to kill it.” Grover confirmed that he remembered. He had heard all about this after it happened. Percy continued, “Well, there's something you don't know. I made Annabeth swear on Styx that she wouldn't tell anybody.” Percy paused and took a breath. Grover, sensing this would be a long story, made his way to the arm chair and sat down. Percy sat up from his reclined position and placed his hands on his face, his elbows on his knees in a repose of shame. He took one more beat before continuing. “It was all Annabeth. I froze in battle. My mom stood there with Estelle, and I did nothing. Grover, they would have died if it weren’t for Annabeth. In that moment, I knew I wasn’t strong enough to protect them. Any of them. Any of you.” Percy trailed off and buried his face back in his hands.


“Percy, you know I love you, man, but one battle? That is an incredibly stupid reason to cut off everyone you know.” Percy raised his gaze to sneer at Grover for a fraction of a moment.


“That wasn’t the only thing that happened, Grover. After the cyclops incident, Well I didn’t want anything like that to happen ever again. I started training harder at camp Jupiter and I enlisted Leo’s help to develop that little panel you were fiddling with a moment ago. I bought this land out here and we got to work developing the land and building some structures. You may have seen some buildings when you were coming this way.”


“Yeah, I was wondering. It looked like a little town” Percy gazed down and Grover could swear he saw a tear fall onto the floor.


“Well, yeah… It was going to be.” Percy paused again “Did you notice the lack of monsters around here? That's thanks to all the celestial bronze contraptions Leo helped me hook up. All of this developed land is on a defense system. No monster can make its way here unless I let it.”


“Wow, Perce. I’m kind of impressed. Why have you kept all of this a secret? You didn’t have to dip out on us to come hide here.” Percy groaned loudly.


“I wasn't- I’m not hiding! I wasn’t keeping this a secret… It was supposed to be a surprise. Initially.” Grover raised his eyebrows, clearly there was something Percy still wasn't telling him. “Leo helped me keep it a secret and we were almost done. I wanted Annabeth to be the first person I told. I wanted to start a town out here. For demigods and their families. Their mortal families. I never got the chance to tell her.” Understanding dawned on Grover’s face.


“She went to Europe for a year.”


Percy looked up again at Grover, this time he could clearly see the tears on Percy’s face.


“Yeah” Percy confirmed “We got in a huge fight about it and I never saw her again. She just left me standing there alone in New Rome. I waited for her. I hoped she would come back before she left on her trip so we could make up, but a week later I heard from Piper that she was gone. So that was that. She made it clear that she wanted nothing to do with me. I left Camp Jupiter pretty shortly after and came here.”


“But first you stopped to tell your best friend, Leo, that you were coming out here, huh?”


“Grover, that's not it at all. I wasn't gonna tell anyone, but about two weeks after I came out, Leo shows up to work on one of the systems. He casually mentioned that everyone now thought I was dead. I thought about my Mom. I didn’t want her thinking I was dead, yet again, so I asked Leo if he would tell you guys that I was okay”


“Still, Percy. Four years is a little dramatic. Even for you.”


“The longer it got, the harder it was to go back” Percy shrugged. “At first the solitude was really great. Leo would pop in from time to time to work on something or bring me supplies. He’s much chiller when he doesn’t feel like someone is watching him. I probably would have gone completely nuts if it weren’t for him.”


“Dude you know I’m not here for ‘The Incredible tale of Percy and Leo’, but thanks for filling me in. I definitely feel a lot less confused about the whole situation now. I’m glad I was finally able to track you down. You’re not an easy man to find, but there’s some news you need to hear”


“Yeah I figured you wouldn’t have gone through all the effort to get here for no reason. Speaking of which, how did you find me?”


“Well, Juniper told me you showed up at camp half-blood to teach a ‘sword fighting seminar’” Grover scoffed when he said ‘seminar’ as if he, too, felt it was a weak excuse. “I tried to make it back to camp as soon as I heard, but I was, um, a little preoccupied. I made it to camp less than an hour after you left. Chiron said you left on Blackjack, so I enlisted the help of one of the other pegasi, to find your trail and we followed you here. Guido isn’t as fast as Blackjack and lets just say his sense of navigation isn’t as good either. So we made it here hours after you did.”


Percy let out a little chuckle “I always knew those pegasi were going to be my downfall, still, I’m glad you made it. I feel much better after getting that all off my chest, but I still don’t know what you came here to tell me.”


“Yeah, Perce, about that. It’s not good news. Annabeth’s dad hasn’t been doing well the last few months. His health was going bad for a while, then all of a sudden he was so much worse.” Now Grover looked like he was going to cry. He was clutching his furry knees so tight, his knuckles were turning pale.


“I knew he wasn’t doing great… Leo told me. Has something changed? Is Annabeth okay?”


“Percy. He’s dead”


Percy stared at Grover for a full minute without saying a word. This confirmed his worst fear when he saw Grover standing outside his door. Once again, someone he loved had needed him and he wasn’t there.


“Is Annabeth-”


“-Okay? Her dad just died, Percy. I’ve been with her most of the last couple of weeks. I only left to come find you. But, no. She is not okay.”


“So how long has it been?”


“Since he passed? About two days. Annabeth is at home, planning a funeral with her step-mom as we speak.”


“Gods. Poor Annabeth. So why tell me this? I don’t think I would be much comfort to her.”


“Actually, Percy, I think you would. When we got the iris message from Juniper that you were at camp. Well, it was the happiest I’ve seen Annabeth in a while. She wants to see you and I think you both have a lot of regrets concerning each other.” Percy fidgeted for a second; he started to speak but cut himself off. He took a deep breath before trying again.


“Grover, I don’t know if I can do this. There was something else I didn’t tell you. That night in New Rome, the last time I ever saw Annabeth. I was going to ask her to marry me.” Percy once again directed his gaze to the floor. He didn’t want to see the look on his friend’s face.


“Perrrccyy! Why would you keep that important piece of information from me? I’m sorry dude, but it’s been four years. I can totally understand why this must complicate things for you, but speaking as the oldest friend of you and Annabeth, you need to be there for her. Get over your shit. It’s time to move on.”


Chapter End Notes


The end of chapter 2! I'm trying to bust out a few chapters for ya'll right now to build some momentum. I hope it's working!


What will happen next? Will Percy venture out into Annabeth's life for the first time in much too long?


Feels like the first time
In the end, Percy didn’t need much convincing. He didn’t need to make many arrangements but he felt it was important that Leo knew he might not be around for a while, so he may have to check on the property.


Using the shower to form a rainbow Percy said a prayer to the goddess Iris, followed by “Leo Valdez. Houston, Texas” Leo’s face glimmered into view. He was hyper fixated on something in his hands, fidgeting with it frantically. Finally he looked up.


He grinned when he saw it was Percy.


“Oh, hey Perce! I don’t usually get calls from you, but twice in less than two weeks! To what do I owe the honor?” Percy filled him in on what was going on and Leo whistled high to low. “Wow man, I never thought I’d live to see you make nice with Chase, but good for you. It’s about damn time! Just activate the away systems before you go. Everything will be fine! That’s a Leo Valdez promise!”


“Y’know Leo, the way you say that? It doesn’t instill me with much confidence.” Leo and Percy shared a few more lighthearted jabs before saying goodbye. Percy went to shut off the water valve, but before he could Leo started to speak again.


“One more thing, Perce.”


“Yeah?”


“Good luck, dude. I’m proud of you.”


They ended the call and Percy felt tears in his eyes. The last four years, Leo had been his only friend, and Percy was touched by his sincerity. For the first time, it occurred to Percy that maybe Leo hadn’t been coming out only to work on his contraptions, and maybe he was making sure that Percy was okay. He brushed his dark hair out of his face and made a mental note that someday, he was going to show Leo just how much his friendship meant.


Outside, Grover was saddling Blackjack. The pegasus had conveniently decided to hang out for a few days. According to him Colorado just had so much sky. It was kind of a shame that he didn't get to enjoy it very long.


Hey, boss! That wasn’t much of a rest, but I'm glad I can help you out again.


Percy patted the nose of the large horse and gave him an apple from his pocket.


“Thanks Blackjack. I think we are about ready to go. I hope you’re ready for a long flight.”


Blackjack whinnied as if insulted that Percy would even suggest he wasn't ready. Grover finished prepping Blackjack to go, and shortly after, the man, satyr, and pegasus embarked flying west into the sunset.


The flight was uneventful. In the past, flying halfway across the country would have made Percy anxious. The sky was the domain of Zeus, but after saving Olympus’s sorry asses twice, Zeus seemed more lenient with Percy and allowed him to pass through his domain without hindrance. Regardless, Percy would say a small prayer of thanks to the Lord of the Sky when he had to fly. Just to be safe.


Percy felt fine, in fact he slept through most of the trip. It wasn’t until the lights of San Francisco appeared on the dark horizon that anxiety started blooming in his chest. He couldn’t help but play over the worst possible scenarios in his head. Annabeth would immediately scream at him to get out, or worse, she would refuse to even talk to him. He would have to fly back to Colorado alone and go back to solitude. Now that the spell had been broken, going back to being alone seemed unbearable.


Mostly he was afraid of how excited he was to see Annabeth, but he had to remind himself this wasn’t just a social visit. Annabeth was mourning. Percy had experienced death. Even the deaths of people he considered family, but when he tried to place himself in Annabeth’s shoes, imagining the death of his mother, it was too much to bear.


The sun was beginning to rise behind them and Percy felt a shudder run through his body. He wasn’t sure if it was the chill from the fog rising off the bay, or if it was his nervousness. Suddenly, Blackjack pitched downward, descending toward a city that was just beginning to wake for the day. Behind him, Grover rustled awake.


“Here?” he muttered, barely coherent.


“Yeah, it's probably only like 6a.m. here though. Do you think we should wait a bit before going to Annabeth’s?” Percy didn’t want to wait, but he felt it might come off a bit rude to show up unexpected before the members of Annabeth’s house were even up. He had to remind himself that it wouldn’t be just Annabeth there. Her step-mom and half-brothers would also be home. Possibly even more members of the family.


“Nah, it’s okay. Annabeth is at least expecting me back. I didn’t actually tell her I was going to try to find you and bring you here, by the way. I just told her I had to go to camp to make sure it was really you.”


Percy groaned. This piece of information made him even more nervous. It was one thing if Annabeth was expecting him, but she didn't even know he was coming. Percy didn’t have long to be nervous, however. Blackjack was beginning his final descent over a neighborhood and all too soon, Percy found himself in front of a house he hadn’t seen in years.


All of the windows were dark. Signs that the house’s occupants were still asleep. Percy lingered by the street while Grover went to go get Annabeth. Up above, Percy could make out a faint black dot rising into the clouds. Blackjack was going to stay in the area, but he knew some pegasi in the Bay that he wanted to visit. He made sure before he left that Percy knew he was only a whistle away. Percy was slightly disappointed that Blackjack didn’t hang around, but it was for the best. The less of an audience for this, the better.


Percy was interrupted from his thoughts by the sound of a door closing behind him. He turned around. There she was. Her face pale. Bags were heavy beneath her stormy gray eyes. Her blonde hair was flat on one side and wild on the other. She had obviously just woken up. Still, Percy couldn’t contain his disbelief. It was really her. They stood there for a while, gaping at each other. Grover was standing to the side behind Annabeth trying not to look too conspicuous. It didn’t matter. Grover could have been balancing on his head juggling flaming torches and Percy and Annabeth would still be locked onto only each other. After what felt like a lifetime, Annabeth seemed to gain control of herself again. She closed her mouth, shook her head quickly, turned around and walked back in the house.


Grover shot Percy a sympathetic look and followed her inside. He closed the door behind him. It was an obvious sign that Percy was not welcome. Suddenly he felt very weak and decided to sit down on the curb between two cars. He felt tears spring into his eyes.


He knew that his reunion with Annabeth wouldn't be simple. He knew he had a lot of explaining to do, but for her to just turn around and leave him there… Maybe it was a mistake coming here. He wiped his face and started to walk down the street. He would find a cafe or something and wait a while there. It was too embarrassing to call Blackjack back after less than fifteen minutes, and he deserved to have a break. Percy was too caught up in his own thoughts to notice the sound of footsteps behind him.


The hand on his shoulder nearly made him jump out of his skin. His heart still racing, he turned to face the person behind him and was surprised to see not Annabeth, or even Grover, but Helen. Annabeth’s step-mother. She gave him a sad smile and pulled him into a hug.


“Thank you for coming, Percy.” Percy was too stunned to move or speak. He was grateful to be welcomed by someone at least. Not to mention, it had been so long since anyone had hugged him. Suddenly he was missing his mom and the feeling jolted him. He returned Mrs. Chase’s embrace and the two lingered there for a moment, both with tears running down each others’ shoulders. She broke the hug first and held Percy at arms length.


“Percy, it’s been too long. I’m sorry for the emotional display, as you can imagine, the members of the Chase family are not feeling much like themselves lately.”


“It’s okay Mrs. Chase. I wish the circumstances were better, but it's good to see you again. I was just leaving. It seems like Annabeth doesn’t want me here, and I don't want to make things harder for her”


“Nonsense, Percy. She was the one who sent me out here to make sure you didn’t leave. Please, come inside. Annabeth just needs a bit of time to gather herself.”


They walked the short distance back to the house in silence. When they got up to the door, Mrs. Chase stopped and gently grabbed Percy by the shoulder.


“Percy, before we go in. I just want to ask you to please be patient with Annabeth. Everything going on has taken a toll on all of us, but especially on her. Frederick- her dad. Well, Annabeth was the one taking care of him at the end. I had to be there for the boys and too much fell on her shoulders. She does want you here, it just might not be easy for her to show it.”


“I understand, Mrs. Chase. I’m not going to push her and if she wants to keep her distance from me, I completely understand.”


Helen scoffed “Percy, I think she’s had enough distance from you, but it won't be easy for her to close that distance after all this time. Just… Be patient.” Mrs. Chase opened the door and the two stepped in.


Here for you
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The house was still mostly silent. The only light came from a doorway that, Percy remembered, led to the kitchen. Mrs. Chase started walking that direction and Percy followed. In the kitchen, at a small circular table sat Grover alone.


“Annabeth is upstairs, she wanted some time to herself.” Grover answered Percy’s unasked question. Percy was simultaneously disappointed but relieved. He had more time to prepare his thoughts, and more time to second guess himself. Mrs. Chase began pulling ingredients out of the fridge to make breakfast. Percy stepped around the counter and took a carton of eggs out of her hand. 


“Mrs. Chase, let me. You relax.” She seemed surprised, clearly she was not used to having people take over the cooking for her. 


“Are you sure, Percy? I don't mind.”


“I’m sure.” Percy flashed her a smile and she relinquished, choosing to busy herself with coffee instead.


Percy began cooking. He was never much of a cook before he started living on his own, but out in Colorado he was mostly living off what he grew or raised, in addition to the supplies Leo would occasionally bring. Over the last four years he had become quite the skilled chef. It was out of necessity, but he learned to enjoy it. Preparing multiple dishes at the same time felt similar enough to sword-fighting to him. It was all about timing, planning, and attention. Cooking was one of those few skills that having ADHD actually benefited from, and he loved it.


Soon the house was filled with the smells of a delicious breakfast and Annabeth’s half-brothers emerged from their rooms first. Grover had been kind enough to set the table even though he wasn’t going to eat with them ( Ugh, animal products? Is how he put it.) Still, there was no sign of Annabeth. Percy set aside a plate for her and when the rest of the family sat down to eat, he made his way to Annabeth’s room with the plate of food. Mrs. Chase shot him a warning look that was not unkind, which Percy chose to disregard.


Outside Annabeth’s door, Percy hesitated before knocking. He rapped on the door twice.


“Hey, Annabeth. It’s Percy.” obviously “You don’t have to come out, but I made breakfast. I brought you a plate. I’ll leave it here by the door.” He set the plate of blue pancakes, bacon and eggs by the door and turned around to quietly leave. He had made it most of the way down the hallway when he heard the door open behind him. He forced himself to not turn around. If Annabeth didn’t want to talk to him yet, he wasn’t going to force her to. The sound of her voice startled him and he whipped around to see her peeking her head from the door.


“You made this?”  Percy tried not to be insulted by her incredulity. He had to remind himself that when she knew him he had no clue how to cook. Maybe he had changed more than he thought. This scared him. What if Annabeth had changed too? What if they had both changed too much. Annabeth’s voice dragged him from his thoughts again.


“I didn’t know you could cook.” The way she said this simple sentence asked a lot more questions than just whether or not Percy could cook. He knew that a lot was banking on his answer so he decided to be as nonchalant as possible. He shrugged.


“It’s a recent development.” Annabeth’s gray eyes bored into him. Percy was pleased to see that even after all this time she still made a face when she was thinking hard. He held back a smile. Annabeth picked the plate up from the floor and turned once more to meet Percy with an unreadable gaze.


“You can come in if you want.” She turned around and disappeared through the door frame, leaving the door open.


Percy had no objections. This is what he was here for. He was terrified, but he walked back down the hall and entered Annabeth’s room shutting the door behind him.


“Annabeth, I-” Annabeth didn't give him the chance to speak.


“Percy, wait.” She paused for a moment “I’ve gotta say, I’ve played this over in my head millions of times, but now that you’re here, I’m at a loss for words.” She stared at Percy. He wasn’t sure if she was waiting for him to speak or still trying to gather her thoughts. Instead she looked down at the plate and started eating. Percy took this opportunity to take a look at Annabeth’s room. He remembered that this room used to be Frederick’s study. All his books were still in the bookshelves. His desk was moved into the corner and Percy saw that it had several architecture textbooks and stacks of paper on it. Similar to Percy’s own accommodations, the only other pieces of furniture in the room were an armchair being swallowed by dirty clothes, and a shabby futon that had just been slept in. Since the futon was currently being occupied by Annabeth, and the chair was being occupied by clothes, Percy decided to sit on the floor facing Annabeth.


They sat there for a while in silence while Annabeth ate. Percy just sat on the floor giving his hands a thorough examination, occasionally glancing up at Annabeth. She was still wearing her clothes from earlier; an oversized college t-shirt and shorts. Now that they were closer together, Percy could discern just how much the features of her face had changed. She too was starting to form crows feet around her eyes. The bags beneath them were deep, clearly Annabeth was exhausted and it broke Percy’s heart. She looked down at Percy, and not wanting to seem like he was staring, he quickly looked back down at his hands. She had finished eating and she stood up with the plate. 


“I’ll be back. I just need to take this plate down and wash up.” She didn't give Percy time to reply. She was already out the door and, once again, Percy was alone with his thoughts.


Another chance to think about what he wanted to say. Suddenly he realized it didn’t matter. Anything that he needed to say could wait. He was here for Annabeth and all he needed to do was make it clear. Their history could wait. 


Percy wasn't left waiting for long. It was probably less than three minutes before Annabeth returned. Percy was still seated on the floor. Annabeth shot him another unreadable look before sitting on the floor across from him, her back leaning against the edge of the futon. Percy had to say something before Annabeth cut him off again.


“Listen- Annabeth. I’m not here to cause any problems, and if you want me to go please just tell me.” She said nothing. Well at least she isn’t telling me to go. “ I’m sorry about your dad.” In his head that sounded pathetic and out loud was even worse. Annabeth scoffed. She agreed. Shit. “I’m sorry I haven’t been here for you. I know that things didn’t exactly end well between us, but I never stopped caring about you. I’m sorry I disappeared and if you ever feel like listening, I’ll tell you why. But for now I don't think any of that matters.” Percy leaned forward and placed a hand on Annabeth’s knee. She jerked slightly, but then seemed to relax. Percy hadn’t noticed just how tense she was. It was like she had been holding the sky again. Percy was familiar with the feeling.


Annabeth looked at Percy as she considered his words and studied his face. She had that unreadable look on her face again and suddenly Percy realized what it was. Contempt. She was angry with him.


“It doesn't matter… you think it doesn't matter that you were gone- disappeared for four years. And now you show up here. You act like you’re doing me a favor, but what is this? Pity? Did you come here because you pity me, Percy?”


“No, I- uh” he tried to speak, but Annabeth wasn’t finished.


“-Percy. I know I played my own part in all of this.” She seemed to lose her train of thought. “You- this- ugh. It just feels so cheap. At any point in the last four years you could have reached out to me. I tried so long to contact you, to find you. How many Iris messages I tried to send. And you use my dad’s death as your excuse to find me.” She trailed off again and Percy could see she was trembling.


“Annabeth, I-”


“No, Percy. Shut up. You never know when to shut up.” she was speaking through tears and on the second ‘shut up’ broke down into sobs. She buried her face in her hands, weeping and taking shuddering breaths. Percy was paralyzed. He didn’t want to make things worse but he couldn’t just sit there and watch while she wept. He moved forward and sat next to her and placed one arm over her shoulders awkwardly. She didn’t immediately shove him off, so he pulled her closer. Annabeth seemed to give in to the contact she was resisting and buried her face into Percy’s shoulder.


Percy felt her tears soaking into his shirt. He felt her as she took long shuddering breaths. His heart raced at the contact. Her hair, still wild, brushed against his cheek and he gave in, burying his face in it and breathing in Annabeth’s scent for the first time in years. They sat there for a long time as Percy held her tight and she cried into his arms. Eventually her sobs subsided a bit and she took breaths that didn’t shudder quite as much. Percy could still feel her sniffling into him, but still she didn’t pull away. He was grateful for that.


 After a while Annabeth seemed to gather herself and pulled away from Percy to look at him. Her hair was stuck to her face in places and her eyes were red and puffy. Tears still streamed from her eyes, but her breaths were much more even now. They considered each other for a moment and Annabeth spoke first.


“I missed you, Percy.” he stared at her, feeling her breath on his face. Their faces only inches apart. Percy was distinctly aware of how long it had been since they shared this level of proximity. Seeing her gaze up at him, he had the urge to kiss her. He was immediately ashamed. He was NOT going to do that while she was so vulnerable. He wasn't that kind of creep. Instead he brushed a stray bit of hair out of her face and gave her a soft kiss on the forehead.


“I missed you too, Annabeth” she looked at him with a flash of disappointment in her eyes.


“You aren’t going to kiss me?”


“I thought I just did.”


“You know what I mean seaweed brain ” The nickname made him smile. It had been a long time since he heard that.


“You’re right. I know what you mean, but, no. I’m not going to kiss you. I don’t want to take advantage of your vulnerability. It wouldn't feel right.” Annabeth sighed, she was clearly disappointed, but seemed to accept Percy’s reasoning. She pulled away from him to sit on the floor again.


“I’m still mad at you. And you still owe me an explanation. Things aren’t going to just go back to normal. Whatever that means, now.” She fiddled with a loose thread on the carpet as she spoke. 


“Yeah, I know. It’s going to be a long conversation, but we’ve been up here for a while. Do you think we should go check on Grover?”


 Annabeth laughed somewhat maniacally. “No. I don't think we need to worry about Grover. He’s been staying with us most of the last month. I think he feels more at home here than I do.”


 The way Annabeth said this seemed a little resentful, but Percy chose not to push it. If Annabeth wanted to talk about it, she would. There was another beat as they sat side by side in silence. Percy felt like he needed to be the first one to break it.


“So is there anything you need to do today? I can help out if you want.” Annabeth kept her gaze on the floor as she responded.


“No, that's kind of the good part about someone slowly dying for two months. Plenty of time to plan a funeral.” Percy was unsure if this was meant to be a joke, so he played it safe and didn’t respond. “Everything is already taken care of. The funeral is next week. I don’t know if you’re going to stay that long.”


“Do you want me to be here that long?” Annabeth considered this for a moment. 


“I- I don't know, Percy. To be honest with you, all of this seems like an out of body experience. There are moments when it’s all so overwhelming and the rest of the time I'm just so… numb.”


“Well, how about this? I’ll stay until you’re sick of me. If it’s too overwhelming to have me around, I’ll go. You only have to say the word and there will be no hard feelings.” Annabeth seemed to brighten at this idea.


“I guess that’s okay. We still need to talk, and I’m pretty sure I need to see more of those newly found cooking skills.”


“Well then consider me the Chase household’s new executive chef” Annabeth looked at him and smiled appreciatively.


“I guess that means we need to go to the grocery store. If you don’t mind, we can go together. I need to get out of this house. Give me an hour and I’ll be ready. If you need to shower or freshen up, Helen can show you the other bathroom and get you some clothes. You’re about Matt and Bobby’s size.”


Annabeth seemed excited at the thought of getting out of the house, and Percy was excited at the idea of a shower. They gave each other a swift hug as they stood up and Percy exited the room. His heart was pumping in a way he hadn’t felt in years.
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As it turned out, Percy was not Matt or Bobby’s size. The twins were both wiry and tall. Percy stood a solid 4 inches beneath both of them. Not only that, but Percy was very broad chested. Years of practice with a sword had given him ample upper body strength. So while the pants Helen gave him fit around his hips they were much too long, and the shirt fit so tight, Percy felt like one good flex would rip it to shreds. In the end, Percy opted to use the clean pants and roll up the cuffs a few times, and keep his somewhat grubby shirt which felt kind of gross to put on after he showered.


Percy exited the bathroom feeling much better. He hadn't showered or changed clothes since he left camp half-blood two days ago and half of those days he had spent flying across the country on a horse. He wandered through the bottom floor of the house wondering if Annabeth was ready yet. Probably not, It had only been about 30 minutes. He found himself back in the kitchen. Helen, Bobby, and Matt were nowhere to be seen, but Grover was seated at the table in the same spot as earlier. He looked up at Percy as he walked in the room.


“Hey, man! How’d it go?”


“Well I’m still here, so not too bad. She’s still mad at me. We kind of talked. Mostly she yelled at me and cried at me.” Percy leaned against the doorframe.


“I’d say that sounds about right. Can you blame her?”


“No, I can’t.” They both laughed a bit before Percy’s face grew serious again. “We didn’t really talk about Colorado. Like at all. I don’t even know how to bring it up.” 


“Well I mean, you told me. Was that hard?”


“No, but you’re… you. ”


“I hope that was meant as a compliment.”


“Of course, man. It’s just. It was all meant for her, then it fell apart. How do I explain that to her?”


“Maybe, exactly like that. It seems a reasonable enough explanation.”


“Yeah, well you’re not Annabeth. Somehow reasonable enough was never quite enough with her.” Suddenly Grover made a face that was screaming at Percy to shut up. Percy froze. “She’s right behind me, isn’t she?”


“Yup” Annabeth answered from behind Percy. He gulped dramatically and turned to face her. He was pleased to see that the look on her face was humored and not pissed. “Have you ever considered, Percy , that you aren't as reasonable as you think?” The three of them looked at each other for a moment and then all burst into laughter. Grover  choked a little bit and Annabeth and Percy both turned to look at him. He was crying through his laughter.


“Sorry, guys. I just missed you both. It’s nice to have the three of us together again. It just feels right.” They all looked at each other again. Considering the circumstances, Grover was right. It was good to be together again.


Annabeth invited Grover to go to the store with her and Percy but he didn’t feel like putting on his fake feet, so Annabeth and Percy took off together. They decided to walk as the store was only a few blocks away. At least that’s how Annabeth put it, but 8 blocks later Percy was beginning to doubt Annabeth’s navigational abilities.


“You do realize we have to walk back with our groceries, right?” Percy was just giving Annabeth a hard time. He worked on a farm by himself. An armful of grocery bags for 10 blocks was nothing. Annabeth looked at him, examining his body for a moment. 


“Yeah, I think you’ll manage.” She seemed to be in a considerably better mood than before. The walk had been invigorating for both of them. “Besides. A long walk gives us time to talk to each other.” She hesitated “So what were you and Grover talking about?”


“I thought you heard?”


“I wasn’t eavesdropping if that’s what you’re implying.”


“No. Just- It would have been easier if you had.”


“Easier for you maybe.”


“We didn’t really talk much. I told him you didn’t kick me out.”


“Yet.”


“ Yet.” Percy agreed. “We talked a little about where I’ve been. I wasn’t sure how to broach the subject with you. Grover was very unhelpful.” He wanted to tell her about Colorado. He was ready to give her the explanation she deserved. Unfortunately, at that moment they turned the corner and there was the store. “I’d rather not have this conversation in public, though. If you don’t mind.”


They entered the store together and Percy grabbed a cart.


“Okay” Annabeth clapped her hands together lightly, “What are you going to cook for me?”


Their shopping trip was entirely too productive. Percy walked out of the store laden down with bags of produce and other ingredients. Annabeth’s load was considerably lighter, consisting of only a gallon of milk and a bag with two bottles of wine, not that Percy minded. They mostly walked back in silence. Annabeth was starting to act a little more dejected again. Percy didn’t blame her. It’s not like he expected everything to be fine all of a sudden. They still had unfinished business and Annabeth was still in mourning. Occasionally Annabeth would stop to point out something about the architecture or to share a memory of her father. Percy would stop and listen patiently, despite the plastic handles of the shopping bags digging into his arms. When they reached the front porch of the house, Annabeth stopped again. Percy almost groaned in frustration. His arms were getting sore and he wanted nothing more than to set all the bags down. Annabeth leaned up to him and gave him a small kiss on the cheek.


“Thank you for coming with me, Percy. This was the first time I’ve left the house in about a week. I really needed it.” She opened the door for him and they walked in to put all the groceries away.


Inside, Helen, Bobby, and Matt were bustling around like they were getting ready to go somewhere. Grover was nowhere to be seen.


“Helen, what's going on?” Annabeth stopped her step-mother as she was coming down the hall putting on a pair of earrings. Mrs. Chase smiled at Annabeth and Percy.


“Well, Grover ducked out for the evening. He mentioned something about a council. I thought maybe you and Percy could use some alone time. So, the boys and I are going to go grab dinner and then see a movie. I hope you don't mind us going without you.” One look at Annabeth, and Percy could tell she very much minded, but Helen seemed oblivious to that fact. Percy chose to reply so Annabeth didn’t have to.


“That gives me a chance to show off some of my cooking skills to Annabeth. Hopefully I don't disappoint, because I won’t have anyone here as a buffer if I do.” He glanced at Annabeth and she smiled at him gratefully. Helen also flashed Percy a quick smile. 


“Good. Well give us about fifteen minutes and we will be out of your hair.” Helen walked off and left Annabeth and Percy alone again.


“Well, I guess I should go start dinner. I’d hate to disappoint a beautiful woman.”


“Oh, yeah? Where is she?” Percy shot Annabeth a pointed look. “I’m joking, Percy. Obviously its me.”


“Obviously.” Percy smiled. 


“Before you start, though, come with me” Annabeth led him upstairs and to her bedroom “Give me your shirt”


“Well, that's very forward of you Miss Chase. At least wait for your step-mom and brothers to leave.” Annabeth sighed exasperated.


“That’s not what I meant, seaweed brain. That shirt is disgusting. You can wear one of mine.” Annabeth walked over to the desk in the corner and opened one of the drawers. She pulled out an oversized shirt. It looked too big even for Percy, but he would rather have a  loose shirt than one that he might rip out of. He took his dirty shirt off and tried not to notice Annabeth staring at his chest. She always did enjoy objectifying him. Annabeth handed him the clean one and he took special care to put it on as slowly as possible. Might as well give her a show. 


Having acquired a fresh shirt, Annabeth deemed Percy acceptable and they walked downstairs just as Helen and the boys were leaving. Annabeth followed behind Percy into the kitchen and leaned against the counter as he began pulling out ingredients to cook. 


“Does pasta sound good? I’m used to making my own noodles on the farm but I guess boxed will work fine.” He held up the blue box of fettuccine and grimaced. Annabeth chuckled lightly.


“So you’ve been on a farm?” Oh, boy. Here it comes. It took Percy by surprise, but it was about time they addressed the elephant in the room.


“Well, more like a homestead. ‘Farm’ makes it seem a lot more grandiose than it actually is.” Percy started chopping vegetables. “It’s up in Colorado. It’s beautiful out there, I think you'd love it.” That’s one of the reasons I picked the spot. Annabeth seemed to be waiting for more information. “I have a little house out there. A few animals. A decent sized garden plot.”


“Just you out there?” What was she trying to imply?


“Yeah, most of the time. Leo comes out occasionally. It only recently occurred to me that it’s probably just to make sure I’m okay. He brings me supplies, news from the outside world. That sort of thing.” Percy transferred his chopped vegetables to a hot pan and began sauteing them.


 It was hard to hear over the sound of the cooking vegetables so they stood without speaking for a while. Annabeth watched Percy as he skillfully moved, adding ingredients to make a sauce, stirring the boiling pasta and checking bread in the oven. Soon everything was ready to be served. Annabeth grabbed plates from the cabinets and handed them to Percy. While he plated the food she opened one of their bottles of wine and poured a couple of glasses. They sat across from each other at the table and began to eat.


“Wow, Jackson. I’m surprised. This is really good.” Annabeth had already scarfed down nearly half of her serving.


“Wow, thanks,” Percy replied dryly.


“I only mean- This wasn’t something I had known you to be particularly skillful at.”


“Yeah, well, it’s been a long time.” Suddenly the distance between them felt like miles. Percy was beginning to feel resentful. After all, it wasn’t him who left that night. It wasn’t him who put an ocean and a continent between them without saying a word. Annabeth shifted in her chair uncomfortably. She picked up her wine glass and took a long gulp.


“Percy- I don’t think I ever apologized. I’m sorry for the way I left you in New Rome. I’ve had a long time to think about it and the truth is… I was scared. I’m sure you can relate, but when we were kids, the rest of our lives didn’t seem very long. Then- all of a sudden we’re adults and the rest of our lives seemed so vast and daunting.” She looked at Percy, she had tears in her eyes again.


“I know the feeling well, Annabeth. The difference is I didn’t run away.” Annabeth scoffed at this and Percy felt he had to rephrase. “I didn’t run away first.” She seemed to accept this response more. “When you left me there, I was lost. I went home to our apartment and your things were gone. I waited for you until Piper told me you were already across the ocean. I couldn't bear to be in New Rome without you. That's why I disappeared. I was humiliated.” Percy looked at Annabeth. Her eyes stared down, dejected.


“So why Colorado?” It was time to come clean. 


“Listen, Annabeth. This is hard for me to talk about. So please try not to be too hard on me.” Percy launched into the full tale, starting with the cyclops attack in New York. He told her about Leo’s help fulfilling his grandiose ideas of a completely safe city for demigods. He ended the story with their last night in New Rome omitting only the part about the proposal.


"So it was all for me?"


"Well, not all for you, but pretty much." Annabeth put her head in her hands and started crying.


"You did all of that for me and I just left you without a second guess. I'm so awful, Percy. I don't blame you for disappearing like that. After how I treated you, I wouldn't even blame you if you don't forgive me." Percy stood and closed the distance between them. He knelt next to Annabeth and brushed a lock of hair out of her tear-stained face.


"Annabeth. Of course I forgive you. I can't say I'm particularly proud of my own behavior either, but that's the past. Now that we've talked about it, it will be easier to move forward." They sat there for a moment gazing at each other until Percy pulled her into a tight embrace. "I've never stopped loving you Annabeth. I know we will never have what we had before, but maybe we can make something better." 


After a moment holding each other, Percy grew self conscious. He stood awkwardly and grabbed their empty plates and rinsed them in the sink. Their wine glasses were empty so Annabeth took it upon herself to refill them, emptying the bottle in the process. Annabeth sat at the table in silence while Percy did the dishes. He was still nervous about what would happen next. Sure, they had discussed the obvious issues, but that didn’t negate the last four years. They couldn’t just act like that never happened and go back to normal. Now that Percy had been confronted with reality, he was now fully aware that he had changed. A lot. He hoped for the better. He felt himself behaving with much more introspection. He supposed that was only natural after having only himself and occasionally Leo for company in the last few years. However, Percy was fully aware that being trapped in his own head could prove to be a detriment. The more he thought, the more opportunity he had to delude himself, one way or another. 


There was also the fact that Percy still wasn’t sure if he was doing the right thing here. Annabeth had mentioned that it felt cheap of Percy to come after all this time, only since her father had died. That stuck in his mind. Yes, Grover was the one who dragged him out here, but Percy had already been considering the trip. After all, Annabeth was the whole reason he had gone back to camp half-blood, resulting in Grover hunting him down. As Percy did the dishes, he made a promise to himself that he wasn’t going to push Annabeth in any way, even if it hurt him. Already he was beginning to regret telling her he still loved her. He didn’t say he was in love with her, but the implication was clear. He forced himself to shove those feelings down.


He was dragged from his musing by the sound of Annabeth sniffling at the table. Percy turned off the faucet and dried his hands before walking back to her at the table. He knelt down beside her again. She was crying. He didn’t want to upset her more so he simply placed one of his arms over her shoulder. She leaned into him for a moment before pulling away.


“Percy, I don't know if I can do this.” His stomach dropped. He didn’t know what ‘this’ meant, but he could make a logical deduction. It was stupid of him to come here. It was stupid of him to think they could ever be together again, and in that moment, he knew that was the only thing he wanted.


“What do you mean by ‘this’?” He didn’t want to know the answer to his question, but he had to make sure.


“Us, Percy. I thought I could do it. When Grover came and got me out of bed this morning I never would have thought I’d find you standing outside. For years I wanted nothing more than to see you again, but- now… I have a million things going through my mind right now. I just don’t know if I have the mental capacity to jump back into a relationship with you. Too much has happened.”


Percy was absolutely crestfallen. This confirmed his fears, but he knew he had to stay true to the promise he had made himself. He owed Annabeth at least that much. He told her he would be here for her in whatever capacity she needed him and he was not going to make a liar out of himself. 


“I meant what I said, Annabeth.” She looked at him quizzically, not understanding what he was referring to. “If this is too much for you- if you need distance. You only have to say the word and I can leave” Annabeth looked panicked so Percy clarified. “I’m not going to disappear again, but I can give you some distance. We can take it slow.” Annabeth stared at him. He could see the gears turning in her head.


“I- don’t want you to leave.”


“Then I won’t”


“I’m just so overwhelmed”


“You’d be crazy if you weren’t”


“I wish I could just enjoy this. I feel like I can't enjoy anything right now.”


“Give yourself time. Like I said, we don't have to rush into anything. I know you’re going through a lot.”


Annabeth gazed into Percy’s eyes for a long time. She had stopped crying, but her face was still puffy and flushed. She lifted her hand and placed it on Percy’s cheek. He leaned into her palm, reveling in her touch.


“I wish I could just give in to you.” She said the words that Percy had been thinking. Percy started to talk again, but Annabeth cut him off by placing her mouth against his. They held the kiss for what felt like hours. Eyes closed. Neither of them deepened the kiss, but they didn’t pull away either. 


Finally they released each other. Percy’s heart was racing. It had been four years since he had kissed Annabeth Chase. The sensation thrilled him. He stared at Annabeth. Both of their eyes were wide, and they were both breathing heavily. Annabeth was the one to break the spell.


“Was that a mistake?” She seemed nervous. Percy was too.


“I hope not. I rather enjoyed it.” Annabeth’s face softened a little and it occurred to Percy that she was worried about what he thought . He laughed out loud.


“Are you laughing at me?” She was, again, looking at him quizzically, confused by his behavior.


“No- well, kinda. This entire time I’ve been treading lightly. Worrying about you, not wanting to upset you. And here you are concerned with what I think? Can I tell you what I think?” He stood up. Looming above her before grabbing her by the hand and pulling her up and into his arms. They stood with their faces inches from each other.


“Yes.” She breathed softly, and Percy pressed her into his body and gave her a deep and passionate kiss. Annabeth seemed surprised at first and then she gave in. They held each other firmly. Percy had one hand against the back of her head and one pressed to the small of her back. Annabeth had both arms wrapped around his waist pulling him as close as she could. They stood there grasping each other desperately, kissing like it would be the last time.


The moment was shattered by the sound of car doors outside. Percy and Annabeth broke free and looked at each other's faces. They flushed. Annabeth straightened her shirt and sat down. Percy ruffled his hair nervously and sat in the seat next to Annabeth. He grabbed his wine glass and took a long gulp. Once again he caught Annabeth’s eye and he grinned, unable to contain himself. She stared at him a moment and then burst into laughter. It was such a beautiful sound to him, he couldn't help but join in.


Chapter End Notes


Another long one there! Percy and Annabeth are still unsure how to bridge this gap between them, but the passion is still there. I hope you liked that little bit of spiciness at the end. More to come?


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


What if instead of inviting Spider-Man to his team in Captain America: Civil War, Tony Stark saw a YouTube video of a teenage kid with water powers?


Percy Jackson doesn't know where his new powers came from (or how to use them). But now, in the middle of an Avengers civil war, he's being recruited to train and fight with team Iron Man. Saying "yes" to Tony may be a choice he comes to regret.


Notes


Hi! I'll be updating this every few days with new chapters I've already written, then will continue to add more as I write. This started with a creative writing prompt to write a beloved story in a different genre (obviously had to combine the worlds of Percy Jackson and the MCU) and it started turning into something much bigger, so I decided I wanted to post it somewhere!


I do not own PJO (Rick Riordan does), or any of the Marvel Cinematic Universe characters.


Comments are appreciated :) Thanks for reading, hope you enjoy!!


Percy Hates the Ocean
Percy had always hated the ocean.


Ever since he’d nearly died on a boat when he was six, then almost drowned when he was eleven, he’d tried his best to avoid the sea as much as possible. That would’ve been easier if he lived somewhere else, like Tennessee or Colorado or one of those midwestern states that has more corn than people.


But the author of the universe loves irony, so Percy was born in Ocean City, New Jersey, and hadn’t moved his entire life. The condo he and his mom Sally shared was only a few blocks offshore, which meant Percy lived in a near constant state of irritation. He scowled at the sweet ocean breeze, rolled his eyes at the flocks of tourists in the summer months. By the time he was seventeen, it had been six years since he’d even set foot on the beach.


Up until two weeks ago, at least.


On a perfectly normal day, Percy was walking home early after being suspended from school for the sixth time. It was a fist fight that had lasted no more than thirty seconds, both sides left with bruised knuckles and some minor facial injuries. While Percy had given the bully a split lip, he’d received a shiner that was already starting to swell up his left eye.


The shortest route home was along the boardwalk. He could’ve taken a longer way, but Percy was too amped up from the fight for a stroll through the beach town. He was about to call his mom and tell her he’d be home earlier than expected, but his attention was drawn to a shout of panic coming from the sand. It was so loud that Percy could hear it through the music blasting in his headphones, which he popped out of his ears to investigate.


Near the water was a middle-aged woman frantically waving her arms and shouting. Percy stopped walking and peered into the waves, spotting a pair of arms with no visible head splashing far out in the water. Too far. The woman collapsed onto her knees, shrieking for help, but at this time of day no one was close enough to hear but Percy.


Something coursed through Percy’s veins in that moment. Call it what you want—adrenaline, fight or flight, rescue mode. Later, people would call him a hero. But the only thought Percy remembered having as he hopped the fence and sprinted toward the water was how pissed he was that the ocean was trying to kill someone else.


The woman didn’t hear Percy approach, but when she saw him her cries became even more desperate.


“My son,” she gasped through tears. “I can’t swim. Neither can he.”


Percy put a hand on her shoulder, squeezing it but saying nothing. Then he dropped his backpack on the sand, kicked off his shoes, and dashed into the water.


He cursed—it was colder than he’d remembered. But there was no time for cold. As Percy flung himself toward the flailing arms, the water seemed to stop pushing so hard against him. It was like the waves had reversed their flow, drawing him farther into the ocean rather than back toward the shore. When it got too deep to stand and the arms were still too far away, Percy took a swallow of air and dove under the surface.


Suddenly, all of his senses were dialed up to eleven. His eyes focused in on the boy, who was still fifty yards away and struggling. How long had it been since he’d come up for air? Too long. Percy needed to get there fast. Not just fast, but now.


Just as the thought crossed his mind, he felt his body launch forward. It was like jet propellers had been attached to his feet. Percy gasped in shock, then panicked when he realized he’d taken in a huge gulp of water. But strangely, he didn’t feel like he was choking. He didn’t feel…anything. It was like he was breathing regular air.


What the hell was going on?


No time for questions. Percy was rocketing toward the boy at a speed that made his ears pop. Just before he reached him he stretched out his arms, bracing for the impact and angling upward at the last second. He felt the boy’s squirming body in his grasp first, then the water breaking around them. Percy’s momentum had carried them both above the surface—a whole twenty feet into the air. As they hit the peak the boys looked at each other, both surprised, and then plummeted back toward the sea. Instead of splashing down the ocean seemed to catch them, and their buoyancy increased until they floated easily.


Percy put his hand on the boy’s chest, and what seemed like a gallon of water came pouring out his nose and mouth. He sputtered, wiped his nose, and looked up at Percy like he’d just been saved by Captain America. Seeing that the boy was breathing normally again, Percy (with the help of another spontaneously appearing current) motored back toward the shore.


The reunion was sweet, and the mother thanked Percy a hundred times before she finally let him go. A small crowd had gathered while the event unfolded, and people were slapping him on the back and calling him “Water Boy” as he gathered up his things. He would’ve preferred a more creative name, but the public isn’t always witty.


And that’s how Percy got here, now. Sitting in the lobby of the Avengers compound with a nearly faded black eye, clutching the bag of blue cupcakes his mom had sent with him as a gift, and waiting for his meeting with Tony Stark. The Iron Man. Who had apparently been seeking him out after seeing a video someone posted of him blasting out of the water on YouTube.


How had this become his life?


You're Percy Jackson
Chapter Summary


Percy Jackson meets Tony Stark


An assistant that looked only a few years older than Percy showed him through endless corridors, finally arriving at Mr. Stark’s office. The office itself took up a quarter of the top floor, all glass walls and full height windows with red and black furniture. The real “office” part of the office was in the back corner. A jet black desk was centered between two rows of cabinets, the tops of which were covered in technology that was ten years beyond what Percy had ever seen. Computer screens were replaced by floating holograms that looked real enough to touch. There weren’t wires anywhere, but everything seemed to be connected. Information appeared in one area and was shared just as quickly with the projection across the room. Percy wasn’t great with computers, but he knew enough to see that this was top notch equipment. The best of the best, designed by the man in the suit himself.


The suit Tony was wearing during the meeting was more in the literal sense—a slate gray jacket over a wine colored shirt, with gray slacks to match. He was standing by the window when they entered, nodded when the assistant announced their arrival. Percy took a seat in the chair opposite Tony’s desk just as his host turned to face him.


“You’re not an easy person to reach,” Tony said.


“You only called my mom yesterday,” Percy pointed out.


“Oh, yesterday was the first time your mother picked up the phone. Someone tried calling her a few days before that. Maybe a week? Straight to voicemail. I was a little offended, honestly.”


Offending the world’s richest man. This meeting was off to a great start.


“And why did you call me here, exactly?” he asked.


Tony met his eye and didn’t break the contact until he was sitting at the desk across from him. He removed his glasses and set them neatly in front of him, then leaned forward with his fingers laced together on the edge of the desk.


“You’re Percy Jackson.”


Percy blinked, unsure whether it was a question or a statement. When Tony didn’t say anything, he offered a tentative, “Yes…sir?”


Tony tapped an invisible spot on his desk, and a keyboard appeared. After a few taps, a hologram flickered into view between them.


“That’s you, isn’t it?”


Percy shifted uncomfortably as the video played. It was the recording someone had taken at the beach, shaky footage that clearly showed someone blasting out of the water like a dolphin. Only dolphins don’t end up twenty feet in the air.


“That could be anyone. It’s so far away that you can’t even tell how old the person is,” Percy said. Tony tapped the keyboard again, and the video fast forwarded. Percy watched his recorded self swim in double speed toward the shore, shoulder on his backpack, and walk straight through the crowd. Tony paused the video on the moment Percy had realized someone was filming and stared directly into the camera lens. Only for a beat, but it was unmistakably him.


Tony raised an eyebrow. 


“Okay, yeah. That was me. Am I in trouble? Does one of your Avenger friends own the copyrights to the Atlantic ocean or something?”


Tony sighed and closed the video. Another tap on the keyboard revealed a series of visuals that Percy recognized. News clips and photographs from a tragedy that had happened last year in Sokovia, where the Avengers had taken down a murderous artificial intelligence and his army of robots. But the battle was messy, and thousands of innocent lives were taken. The city was almost destroyed. Today it was nearly abandoned.


“You know what happened last year?” When Percy nodded, Tony continued. “Our greatest failure is our inability to see how saving the world doesn’t mean everyone stays alive. And lately, people are getting hurt more and more. People are getting killed, recklessly, preventably, because of us. Because of our team.”


“But if you didn’t step in, wouldn’t even more people die?”


Tony rubbed the bridge of his nose as if he’d had this argument too many times.


“Protecting the world without any casualties is almost impossible. But the problem is we’re doing it on our own volition. We jump at the first signs of danger because we want to help. Our willingness to defend is powered by adrenaline, and sometimes that means we don’t think things through. We need discipline. We need a council of decision makers. We need the Sokovia Accords.”


Percy’s social studies class had talked about the Accords recently. 117 countries had signed onto the proposal, agreeing that the Avengers would transition from a group of vigilantes to a tool of world governments. There was a split among the heroes, some believing that the regulations were needed, and others fearing that the loss of control would result in missed opportunities for justice and protection.


“I don’t understand, what does this have to do with me?”


Tony reached under his desk, taking something from a shelf. When he lifted a glass of water and slid it forward, Percy stared at him blankly.


“Go on,” Tony said, leaning back in his chair.


“Go on…and what? Drink it?”


Tony blinked twice, trying to decipher if this was sarcasm. When Percy shrugged and started to lift the glass to his mouth, Tony jolted forward and swatted it out of his hand. The movement spilled a splash of water onto the table. The puddle spread until it found an edge, then created a tiny waterfall as it dripped onto the tile below.


Tony glared at him. “You’re the Water Boy, right? We both know that was you in the video, and no normal person can do what you did. So are you going to show me your powers, or did I spend all that time getting you here for no reason?”


Percy had to suppress a laugh.


“Powers? No, what happened that day was the only time something like that has ever happened. I’m not really great in the water, I’m not even sure I can swim—”


“Okay, now I know that you’re messing with me,” Tony said. His tone had changed from friendly-rude to impatient-rude. “Cut the act or leave. I don’t like wasting time when my family is about to go to war with each other.”


“I promise you, I don’t know how it happened! I’m not an Avenger, I’m just a regular kid!” 


As Percy gestured wildly to emphasize how regular he was, the back of his hand smashed into the still very full glass of water. It toppled over in the direction of Tony’s fancy keyboard, which definitely contained some kind of electronics. Percy lunged forward, and in the midst of the panic he felt a very small tugging sensation in his gut, like someone had nudged him forward. Percy closed his hands into fists, and suddenly the water stopped flowing. It hovered upward, just a few inches, and formed into an aqueous sphere. Tony set the glass upright as Percy, in disbelief, willed the ball of water to move. It obeyed, and soon the water had returned to the glass without spilling another drop. Even the small puddle from before had been sucked up into the sphere, leaving both table and tile bone dry.


Percy stared at the cup incredulously. A smug smile crept onto Tony’s face as he slid the water glass back toward him.


“So how does a free trip to Germany sound?”


Burritos and Decisions
Chapter Summary


Percy does some contemplation


One week.


That’s when Steve Rogers was supposedly going to show up in Germany with his best friend, the wanted assassin everyone called The Winter Solider, to steal some important jet. Vision, Tony’s artificial intelligence turned invincible flying man with the help of an infinity stone, had apprehended the plans without Steve’s knowledge. Tony was supposed to have a meeting with Steve in four days, one last chance to talk him out of making a terrible decision and convince him to sign the Accords. If that didn’t work, they’d send a team to Germany to apprehend them. One way or another, it was all going to end there.


One week. That’s how long Tony was giving Percy to train and master his powers before deciding if he was going to be an asset or liability to the team.


After Tony had laid out the stipulations, he’d given Percy the afternoon to think on it. At the end of the work day (for regular people, anyway—Tony seemed like the type to leave the office only when the sun was well below the horizon), Percy had to decide whether he’d stay and train, or return to Ocean City with nothing but a “I visited the Avengers’ Campus!” t-shirt.


The same assistant, a muscular guy with an oddly quiet voice, returned and led Percy to an empty cafeteria. Percy made himself a burrito and found a couch near the window wall to plop down on. He hunched over the table in front of him and took three large bites, then stared out at the landscape.


Tree-covered hills rolled in the distance, and the sky was so blue it hurt Percy’s eyes. He spotted a stream carving out a squiggly path through the forest. The density of the woods thinned as it got closer to the compound, eventually making way to a clearing that was half grassy field, half landing strip. There were no planes on the runway today, just empty space.


Percy was surprised the compound was so empty considering the circumstances. It was too picturesque, too serene for the current state of the world. The assistant had mentioned the real chaos was happening on the basement level, where intelligence teams had formed to locate the Avengers that had gone awol. So far, no luck.


Percy wasn’t sure how he felt about the whole thing. Politics weren’t his speciality, but he also didn’t like to run from a fight. That impulse had gotten him into countless fights, and he was surprised he hadn’t been expelled yet. Something in his brain was wired to jump at the first sign of danger, to step forward when no one else would. He realized that sounded a lot like what Tony said was dangerous about the Avengers—no regulations, and someone was bound to throw themself into a battle too quickly. Tony must have recognized that instinct not only in Steve Rogers, but also in himself. Whereas Steve thought it could be channeled for good, Tony feared it would burn down the world someday. Percy guessed that Tony blamed himself for the tragedy in Sokovia, considering it was his A.I. that had tried to blow up the earth.


But what did Percy believe? If he hadn’t carried that same impulse to fight instead of flee, the boy he saved would have drowned in the ocean. But he also wouldn’t have so many black eyes from the fist fights he got in at school, fits of rage that overtook him when people made fun of his dyslexia or pushed around the younger kids. Maybe Tony was right—instincts like that can’t be left to act on their own. They needed a voice of wisdom to speak clarity into moments of red hot anger, a council that decides when and where to direct the great power that comes with being a superhero.


But what if the Avengers were prevented from taking action in situations where they knew they were needed? What if the council was too slow to make a decision, and the threat got too big, too fast?


Percy was getting a headache. They’d had this same debate in social studies when the Accords made the news, and both then and now he was having trouble deciding who was right.


Leaving the politics out of it, Percy focused his attention on the more immediate decision at hand: finish this entire burrito, or wrap it up and take it home for dinner?


That, and whether or not to stay and train at the facility. He was being given a chance to forget about his dumb school for a few weeks and explore the powers that had suddenly come to life inside him. Could he really pass on that? Returning home might be the safer choice—go back to avoiding the ocean, pretend that he’d never created a sphere of water in Tony Freakin’ Stark’s office. He could just go back to being a regular, angsty teen, right?


Percy lifted his fingers, remembering the feel of the ocean spray as he had blasted through the surface. He remembered the taste of the salt water, and for the first time in his life feeling unafraid of the vast expanse of the sea, the place that had tried to claim his life twice. He remembered the tugging in his gut just half an hour ago, like a gentle wave lapping against the sand, and the way the water had bent to his will.


No. Percy couldn’t stop now. Even if he wasn’t sure who he sided with, he owed it to himself to stay. Maybe he wouldn’t be ready for Germany when the time came, but at least he could explore his abilities and test the limits of what he could do.


For the first time in his life, Percy couldn’t wait to be in the water again.


Moms Are the Best
Chapter Summary


Deciding that he'll stay, Percy needs someone to pack clothes for him


“So am I packing the black shorts, or the blue ones?”


“Both, just not the white ones.”


After informing Tony that he would stay and train, Percy had been shown to a guest room to “unpack his things.” He pointed out that he didn’t have any “things” (since he didn’t know the two hour trip would turn into nearly two weeks). The assistant from before, who formally introduced himself as Charlie, arranged a driver to pick up a travel bag from his mom in Ocean City. 


The first five minutes of their Facetime call was Percy explaining why he’d be staying longer. He hadn’t told his mom anything about the incident in the ocean—and luckily she didn’t know what YouTube was. Sally thought he was in New York talking to Tony Stark about a scholarship program he’d been accepted into. When they spoke on the phone, Percy lied and told her that a huge opportunity had come up, a ten day workshop with other “scholars” that would potentially end in a short visit to Germany (to study the great engineering there, obviously). 


Sally had been confused at first since Percy had never mentioned the program, but it was quickly overtaken by joy that her son had found something he was passionate about. She was patient with him each time he got suspended, but Percy could tell she was at a loss for how to help him. There was something wild in him, something that couldn’t be tamed with anger management classes, counseling sessions, ADHD medication, or yoga. Now Percy was starting to understand why.


“Don’t forget my sneakers, they’re by the back door,” Percy said. His mom had flipped to the front facing camera, and he got a humorous view as she walked through the house, swinging the phone along with her hands. She stooped down, her blonde hair falling in front of her face. A pair of shoes appeared in front of the camera.


“These ones? God, they smell.”


“Yep. And sorry, it’s not like you can wash shoes.”


“Yes you can! I’ve told you to wash them before!”


“I thought you meant, like, wipe the mud off the bottom before I come inside.”


“And you don’t even do that half the time!”


Percy laughed, leaning back against the wall. The room he’d been given was small and simple—a single bed with navy sheets, a closet with a chest of drawers, a door leading to a private bathroom, and a desk pushed up against a window that overlooked the same forest he’d seen from the cafeteria.


The shoes were the last item on the list. After double wrapping them in a garbage bag and packing them in with the rest of his clothes, Sally flopped onto her favorite chair and smiled at her son. Percy could imagine being there—he’d sat on the couch beside her his whole life, watching her laugh at movies and wolf down bowls of blue popcorn in that same recliner. He didn’t spend much time away from home, and the realization that he wouldn’t see her for almost two weeks made his heart feel heavy. Percy would never admit it, but receiving a hug from his mom was one of his absolute favorite things in the world. That, and eating her famous blue chocolate chip cookies.


“So are you excited to meet the other students in the program?” Sally asked.


“Uh, yeah! It should be really interesting to meet everyone.” Percy didn’t like having to lie to her, but Tony had told him it would be safer for her to not know. Not right now, at least, in the middle of everything going on. 


“I’m so proud of you. I know your grades don’t always reflect how clever you are, but I’m glad someone recognizes it. Your father was like that too, you know. Unconventionally brilliant.”


Percy looked down and fiddled with the edge of his shirt.


“I wish you would tell me more about him,” he said softly. His mother’s eyes grew sad, tinged with longing and memories.


“I’ve told you all I can, Percy. He loved me, and you, but he couldn’t stay. I promise he would if he could have.”


“He couldn’t stay in New Jersey—I get that. Not everyone’s favorite place. But to never send a letter, or tell me happy birthday, or even to leave a picture of himself so I’d know what he looked like…” Percy trailed off. They’d had this conversation before, but it never went anywhere good. Percy’s anger would turn on Sally, she’d get defensive, and after a day of awkward silence they’d make pancakes as a truce and forget the conversation had ever happened. 


“I’m sorry, Percy, I—”


“Forget it. I’m just going to focus on this week, and my project, and it’ll be great. I’ll call you every day I can, okay?”


Sally gave her son a sad smile.


“Okay, honey. I love—oh! I think Mr. Stark’s associate is at the door. How on earth did he get here so fast? Anyway, you’re going to do great. Talk to you soon!”


She ended the call while she was standing up, so the screen froze on a blurred half smile that made Percy laugh. He also knew the answer to her question, because he’d seen the associate leaving just twenty minutes ago to pick up his things. How’d he get there so fast?


A spaceship. A spaceship is how.


Meet Your Trainer
Chapter Summary


Percy begins his first day of training


Out of all the ways his first day of training could have gone, Percy would have never guessed he’d get his butt kicked by a guy in a cat costume.


He’d been jolted awake by an alarm he didn’t set. Percy knew he didn’t set it because it was still dark outside when the beeping began, and the last time he’d woken up before dawn was when his mom surprised him with a trip to Six Flags last summer. 


Percy launched out of bed, and the room came to life as soon as his feet hit the floor. Lights flickered on as an automated voice greeted him.


“Good morning, Percy Jackson. Your training session begins in thirty minutes in room 1B.” There was a whirring noise, and a section of the wall slid open to reveal a tray of food. “Please enjoy this complimentary breakfast.”


“Thank you?” Percy wasn’t sure if the voice could hear him, but he figured it wouldn’t be wise to get on the bad side of someone (or some thing ) that was watching him sleep.


After eating, he changed into a training suit that had appeared in a folded pile on top of the desk. Simple black track pants with an orange t-shirt and waterproof shoes—it made Percy feel like he was dressing for a triathlon at Halloween.


Charlie met him in the hallway and led him to the training room. The door slid closed behind Percy, leaving him alone in a space the size of a small gymnasium. The inner part of the room had a black rectangle embedded into the floor. Percy stepped onto it, feeling it give beneath him. It wasn’t as springy as a trampoline, but had enough bend that he wouldn’t break a clavicle if he took a hard fall during training. Whatever “training” meant to someone like Tony Stark.


“So…robot voice? Am I supposed to wait for Mr. Stark to meet me here?” Percy asked the empty room.


“You won’t be training with the Iron Man.”


The voice made Percy jump. It wasn’t the same one that had greeted him this morning—and it sounded a lot closer, more human. 


He wasn’t alone.


There was movement in the corner, and someone stepped out of a shadow Percy didn’t even realize was there. A black suit studded with silver covered the man from head to toe. His movements made no sound at all as he approached Percy, like his feet were made of the same springy material as the floor. Two silver eyes gleamed under the fluorescent lights. On the top of the mask, the black material swept upward into two small peaks that gave the impression of ears. Or horns, like a baby goat.


“Who are you?” Percy asked.


The man stopped a few feet away, towering at least a foot over him. He was close enough now for Percy to see the wickedly sharp claws sprouting from each finger, tiny blades ready to do some serious damage. 


Not a baby goat, then.


“Not important. What I’d like to know is why you’re here, wasting my time.”


The man spoke with an accent that Percy couldn’t place, but it sounded familiar. He remembered something he’d seen on the news a few days earlier. The king of a small African nation had attended the ratification of the Sokovia Accords, then was killed by a bomb launched through the window. The main suspect was the Winter Soldier, Steve Rogers’ best friend. The pair had been arrested just the other day along with Sam Wilson before all three broke free again, but another man had been taken in with them. Someone who had been seen pursuing the Winter Soldier, almost like he was out for revenge…


“You’re Prince T’Challa,” Percy said, throat tightening. Those claws were looking even more deadly. “The Black Panther. I thought you got arrested with Captain America.”


T’Challa cocked his head to the side.


“I am no friend of Steve Rogers.” He began to circle Percy, looking him up and down. “Or Tony Stark, for that matter.”


“Then why are you here, if you don’t side with the Accords?” 


T’Challa made a grunting sound as he passed behind Percy.


“I don’t care about sides. I’m here for one reason—to avenge my father’s death.”


“Then why did Tony send you to train me?”


T’Challa froze over Percy’s left shoulder. He could see the mask’s silver shine in his peripheral vision, but he couldn’t bring himself to meet those metallic eyes. Now that he knew this man was out for revenge, he didn’t feel so safe. The Black Panther’s voice came out in a low snarl.


“I’m being tested, same as you. Stark doesn’t trust me, but he knows I can help bring Barnes in. If I play along, I’ll get what I want. But what I don’t want is a seventeen year old delinquent getting in my way.”


“Really great encouragement for my first day. Thanks.”


T’Challa stepped to face Percy, looking down on him behind those expressionless eyes. 


“I’m not here to train you. I’m here to prove why we don’t need you.”


Percy’s arm hairs pricked up in warning, but before he had time to even think about moving, a black blur swept his legs out from under him. Percy landed hard on his shoulder. The floor was not as cushiony as it looked.


Wincing, Percy struggled to push himself upright. The Black Panther was standing exactly where he had been a moment before, like he hadn’t even moved. At least he’d gone for the legs rather than opting to slice Percy’s shirt to shreds.


Just as soon as he’d regained his balance, Percy was sent sprawling backward from a kick to the chest. He landed on the edge of the matted section, dangerously close to cracking his head against the harder floor.


“What the hell, man?” he groaned. T’Challa crossed his arms, observing his opponent like a fly he had just swatted away. “As far as teaching goes, you kind of suck.”


No response. Percy let out a puff of air, muttering to himself about how he never should’ve agreed to stay. He stood up and planted his feet, extending his arms in a ready stance. Like that would make a difference. He barely had time to catch his breath before a black shape blurred toward him again, this time catching him in the side and knocking the wind out of him completely. He fell hard, clutching his ribs as he gasped for air. Those silent black feet were standing in wait a foot away from his face. After a minute had passed and Percy hadn’t moved from the fetal position, he watched the feet turn and pad softly away.


“I’ll be sure to let Stark know how productive our session was this morning,” T’Challa called to him. Percy lifted his head just in time to see the Black Panther disappear back into the shadows.


Therapy Session
Chapter Summary


Percy's ready to give up


Percy had been knocking on Tony’s office door for ten minutes. Sure, the office was huge, but even if Tony had been fully suited up in the back corner of the room, he should’ve heard the incessant rapping by now. Percy had even been given some dirty looks by the few people milling around the upper floors of the complex. He didn’t care.


His knuckles were starting to hurt, but he needed to talk to Tony. It had been four days of waking up at the crack of dawn, getting thrown around the gym for a few minutes by his “teacher,” and spending the rest of the day nursing bruises while he tried to train on his own. In the afternoons he was taken to a room equipped with a basin of water and various sizes of containers, but he was so tired and angry from the mornings that he couldn’t concentrate. Try staring at a bowl of water for five hours, convincing yourself you can make it move, and not a single drop budging the whole time. His ADHD was not having it. 


The session today had ended early only because Percy had shattered a glass against the floor in frustration, and one of the shards flew upward and sliced his cheek. A visit to the medical suite and an angry burrito later, Percy was done. He’d come to Tony’s office to quit, and now he’d been standing here for twenty minutes knocking like an idiot.


“There are better ways to get someone’s attention, you know.”


Percy let his arm drop to his side, knuckles throbbing as he turned. There was a faint spark of amusement in Tony’s otherwise tired expression. Percy wasn’t really in the loop about what was happening, but he’d heard from Charlie that the last-ditch effort meeting with Steve hadn’t gone well. He and several others had been officially named ex-Avengers, and Tony’s team was gearing up to apprehend them in Germany at the end of the week. Since Steve seemed to be defending Barnes, who was wanted for the murder of King T’Chaka, the pressure to bring him in was growing by the day. The stress showed in the dark circles under Tony’s eyes and a slight rounding of his shoulders.


“Someone said you were up here. It’s not like I have your phone number,” Percy said. The door unlocked with a facial scan, and Tony brushed by without a word. Percy didn’t wait for an invitation to follow him.


“So how’s the training?” Tony asked over his shoulder. “Have you learned how to create whirlpools and tsunamis in the bathtub yet?”


“Ha,” Percy grunted. Remembering the still basin of water made him prickle with anger. “Something like that.”


Percy followed Tony to the corner office they’d first met in. Tony sat down with a sigh, spinning his chair in a circle with his eyes trained on the ceiling. Percy took the seat across from him and noticed a second chair.


“Who’s this for?” he asked.


“I thought we could use a little teacher-student therapy session.” 


Percy glared at Tony, and when he looked back someone had filled the second chair. His face wasn’t familiar, but only the man behind the Black Panther mask could have moved into the room that silently. 


T’Challa regarded him with a simple nod. Percy realized it was the first time he’d seen his trainer without his mask—or any part of the suit, for that matter. His plain clothes softened the hard cuts of muscle Percy had been getting pummeled by the past few days, but his frame retained an aura of strength. A neat band of facial hair framed a face carved with grace and intensity, the features of both a prince and protector.


“You…arranged a meeting? I thought I had come to find you,” Percy said.


“To tell me you’re quitting, right?” Tony asked. Percy raised his eyebrows in surprise. Could the robot voice in his room read his mind, too?


Tony leaned forward, looking back and forth between the two of them.


“Why are you here, Percy?”


Percy blinked, wondering if this was a test.


“To quit?”


Tony flexed his fingers, looking more tired than before.


“Why are you here? Here as in here , at this facility, and not in Ocean City?”


His aching bones made it hard to remember, but Percy tried.


“Because I wanted to find out what I could do,” he said honestly. “I wanted to understand my powers. Where they came from, how to use them.”


Tony nodded, seeming to approve of the response, then shifted his gaze to T’Challa and repeated the question.


“Why are you here?”


The prince’s eyes darkened.


“You know why.”


Tony looked like he wanted to roll his eyes, but instead he leaned back in his chair.


“Honesty time. I’ll go first,” he said. “We need more fighters if we’re going to bring in Barnes and stop Cap from making things worse. But I need people I can trust, and so far neither of you are making that look very promising.”


“How am I supposed to learn about my powers if I’m getting drop kicked by a giant cat every five minutes?” Percy burst out. Tony looked at the two of them in surprise.


“Drop kicking a minor? Not very princely of you, Mr. Panther.” 


T’Challa’s lip curled into the hint of a joyless smile.


“I’m only trying to show you how unnecessary he is to our cause,” the prince replied. “The fact that you’re having me train him at all is insulting. He couldn’t defend himself against a child from Wakanda.”


“Thanks, teach,” Percy grumbled. But he had a point. “Mr. Stark, no offense. But if I can’t use my powers, I can’t help you in Germany. Why should I stay here any longer?”


Tony rubbed his eyes. 


“Honestly, I’ve been asking myself the same question.” 


Percy’s shoulders slumped. The majority of him was too angry to think logically, but he realized a part of him had been hoping that Tony would convince him to stay. Hearing the Iron Man himself question his decision to invest in Percy wasn’t a great feeling. T’Challa was right, a delinquent like him didn’t belong on a team of heroes.


“I’d tell you to pack it up if it wasn’t for that message I got with the video…”


Percy’s ears pricked up.


“Message? What message?”


Even T’Challa looked curious, but Tony swatted the air like he was waving the notion away.


“Nevermind. Point is, I can’t let you leave yet. We still need more assets, which means you two need to start working together. Actually training . Capisce?”


Percy nodded dejectedly, then stole a glance to his left. The Wakandan prince had already disappeared. 


Percy wasn’t sure what that meant for the next day’s session, but he wasn’t looking forward to finding out.


Surprises in the Forest
Chapter Summary


Percy and T'Challa complete a mission from Stark


It turned out Tony’s idea of “therapy” had extended into the next morning. When Percy opened the door to the hallway, he nearly jumped out of his skin when he realized T’Challa was waiting right outside. 


Percy clutched his chest. “Would it kill you to say hello like a normal person?”


T’Challa smirked without really smiling. His suit was absent again, but that didn’t give Percy any confidence that the prince wouldn’t knock him six feet backward when given the chance. But instead of heading to the right, T’Challa turned and walked the opposite direction from the training room.


“Come. Stark has a job for us today.”


Percy followed T’Challa through the building and out a door on the ground floor. Dawn was just starting to light the eastern horizon, but the world was still dark and quiet. Morning dew clung to the grass. For once Percy was grateful for the waterproof shoes—it wasn’t like he had needed them the past few days. 


T’Challa walked briskly. Percy’s breakfast was still turning in his stomach, but he didn’t want to ask the prince to slow down. Part of him wondered if Tony had really given them a job, or if T’Challa was bringing him out to the woods to kill him. Surely not the latter, right?


“So, uh, what are we doing today?” he asked as they crossed the landing strip. T’Challa kept stalking forward, ignoring the question. Percy jogged to match his long strides.


“Can you at least tell me where we’re going? Is there another training facility in the forest? Are we going on a field trip? Will we be back in time for lunch?”


T’Challa stopped abruptly. He reached into his pocket and whipped out a small mesh case, unzipping it and revealing its contents all in one motion. Inside were a handful of smooth metallic discs. T’Challa pressed his thumb into the center of one, and it illuminated with a ring of purple light.


“These are sensors made from vibranium-powered technology. Secure them in spots around a location, and they can be used to remotely activate a forcefield, detect motion, and more. You can protect a whole city with just a few.” He pressed the disc again, and the light disappeared.


“That’s amazing,” Percy said. The prince acted like it was normal to carry such impressive tech in his pocket. Maybe it was for him. 


“Invented by my father, perfected by my sister,” T’Challa said. He tucked the case away and continued walking. “It seems Stark trusts me enough to accept this gift. He’s asked us to set up a perimeter. Four points along the property border.”


“If we split up, it’ll go faster,” Percy suggested. T’Challa smiled dryly.


“Stark’s instructions are to stay together.”


Percy breathed hard, wondering if his lungs were going to be able to handle sticking with the prince all morning. 


“Cool, a nice little hike. I guess some fresh air will be good. Maybe you can teach me a few of your take down moves along the way—”


“He said we have to stay together, but he didn’t say we have to talk.”


 


The pair traveled silently for the next half hour. Tony had provided T’Challa with coordinates for the four corners of the perimeter, and one by one they checked them off the list. The first three were deep in the forest surrounding the complex, and the last was along the river that outlined the western border. 


T’Challa worked efficiently, embedding the metal discs into a boulder or tree trunk before activating them. The purple lights blinked each time a new one was added to the circuit. By the time they had reached the last set of coordinates, Percy almost wished he’d be subjected to the normal training instead. Getting the wind knocked out of him a few times each day was better than trying to keep up with the panther man for ten miles through an unmarked forest. Percy’s lungs burned from the effort, but he didn’t get the courage to ask for a break until the final disc was in place.


“Can we stop here for a minute before going back?” Percy huffed. He was doubled over, bracing himself against a tree while T’Challa finished pairing the disc. The purple lights blinked four times, and then the prince turned to face him. The man hadn’t even broken a sweat. He nodded and leaned against a tree, crossing his arms.


Percy stumbled toward the river and collapsed on a flat rock along the edge. He splashed some water on his forehead and neck, which immediately made him feel better. He was so thirsty that he considered taking a swig straight from the river, but then something caught his eye.


“What is that?” he muttered to himself. Something metallic gleamed under the water’s surface, a thin object about five inches long. He reached into the water, feeling the current swirl against his forearm, and pulled the object out of the stream.


“It’s…a pen.” Percy glanced at T’Challa, holding it up for the prince to see. T’Challa, who hadn’t spoken since they started, merely raised his eyebrows in indifference.


“Why is there a pen in this river?”


“People litter,” the prince replied. “The world is a disappointing place. Get used to it.”


Percy shrugged and tucked the pen in his pocket. It’d make a nice souvenir for his mom.


Once he’d caught his breath, he noticed T’Challa looking absently at the disc. Now that it was embedded in the tree bark, it was barely visible. The prince brought a finger to it, tracing the edge with an unreadable expression.


“You said your dad invented those?”


T’Challa met Percy’s gaze, his eyes hardening. His expression was masked by anger, but Percy noticed something softer breaking through.


“Yes,” the prince replied. “He was always thinking of ways to make Wakanda safer, to better protect the villages on the outer edge that were more susceptible to danger. He gave us ideas, and my sister Shuri and I brought them to life.” The purple light blinked slowly. “This was the latest. The last one before…”


“Gotcha,” Percy said. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to bring it up.”


“I—” T’Challa stopped, straightening suddenly. “Get behind me. Something is coming.”


Percy jumped to his feet and looked around wildly, but he didn’t see anything. T’Challa crouched and darted to his side, bringing his voice to a whisper.


“Follow the river back to the compound, and don’t look back.” 


“If something’s out here, I’m not just leaving you behind!” Percy protested. The prince looked at him, and Percy was shocked to see fear flashing in his eyes.


“Go, now! Before—”


An inhuman roar interrupted him, and suddenly a massive creature burst through the trees. Two maples broke in half as the large body crashed toward them. Percy staggered backwards. From the shoulders down, the creature looked like an extremely hairy, extremely tall man. But instead of a normal head, the face of a bull stared back at them. Huge, pointed horns jutted out from either side of its head, and its eyes were wide with rage.


“Shit, tell me you have your suit!” Percy yelped. T’Challa grimaced. He tapped the ring on his finger, and it transformed into a set of brass knuckles studded with panther claws. He lowered himself into a fighting stance, extending an arm out behind him to push Percy back.


The bull-man advanced. Percy leapt to the side as T’Challa sprung into action. Even without his suit, the Black Panther was quick as lightning. He sprinted straight at the huge creature, then dove under its legs at the last second. Using a tree as a launchpad, T’Challa jumped and flung himself onto the monster’s back. He raked his clawed hand across its face, but that only seemed to anger it more. The beast shook itself violently and sent T’Challa flying. The prince twisted in midair and landed on his feet, still facing the creature. He launched a series of rapid attacks, first slicing a gash in the monster’s calf, then maiming its right bicep. The final attack was aimed at its eyes. The creature was too slow to react, but on the last attack it got lucky and swiped just at the right time. T’Challa was blasted out of the air by the monster’s fist. He crashed hard into a tree and didn’t get up.


Percy couldn’t keep standing there like an idiot. He had to help. As the monster stomped toward T’Challa to finish the job, Percy picked up a rock and chucked it, scoring a solid hit to the bull’s hairy back.


“Hey, ugly!”


The creature whirled around, snorting out an angry puff of air. Now that Percy had its attention, he wasn’t quite sure what to do. He wasn’t armed. He didn’t have retractable claws, or lightning quick reflexes.


All of sudden, Percy’s pants felt like they were about to fall down. Something in his pocket had grown exceptionally heavy, and he gripped his waistband to keep himself from flashing the bull-man. That would be an embarrassing way to die.


Percy stuck his hand into his pocket, and his fingers closed around the pen from the river. It definitely hadn’t weighed this much before. He took it out, and something in his gut told him to uncap it. When he did, the pen elongated and rapidly grew into the blade of a shimmering bronze sword. Where he’d been holding the pen transformed into a leatherbound hilt that fit perfectly in his grip.


If the creature was surprised that Percy was suddenly wielding a sword, it didn’t show as it charged forward. Percy held his ground as the beast stampeded toward him. Those deadly sharp horns pointed at him like spears when it lowered its head. Just before it reached him, Percy flung himself to the side and landed in a roll. The monster had too much momentum to stop itself, so it rammed the tree at full speed. Its left horn pierced the base of the trunk up to the monster’s skull. When it tried to move, the embedded horn held fast. It was stuck.


Gasping, Percy scrambled to his feet and ran to T’Challa’s side. The prince’s eyes were open, but there was an absent look in them. 


“We gotta get out of here, man. Can you walk?”


T’Challa nodded slowly, and Percy helped him to his feet. One arm was slung around his shoulders, and they hobbled forward together. When they turned around, Percy’s chest tightened when he saw that the monster had gotten loose. It was missing a horn now, the edge jagged from where it had broken off. The horn itself was still lodged in the tree. 


Percy stepped in front of T’Challa and raised his sword. The beast huffed, foaming at the mouth, and charged again.


This time, there wasn’t a tree behind him. Only his fallen teacher, who was in no condition to fight. Even if Percy managed to skewer the creature with his sword, the momentum of its massive body would crush them both. What could he do?


Time seemed to slow down, and the smell of salt tickled Percy’s nose. He glanced to the left. The river . It wasn’t the ocean, but it was still water. If he could control a spilled glass in Tony’s office, would this work too?


That tugging feeling in his gut returned, like a gentle hand guiding his back. But gentle wouldn’t do it. He didn’t need a floating sphere of water—he needed a tidal wave.


Percy raised his sword and shouted as loud as he could. The ground shook, and suddenly the river erupted. A huge wave raced toward the beast, blasting it sideways with the force of a hurricane. Percy leapt toward the monster and brought his sword down on its chest. As soon as the blade broke skin, the entire creature burst into golden dust and disappeared. The water he’d called from the river absorbed back into the ground, and the stream returned to a normal flow.


Percy looked over his shoulder at T’Challa, who was staring at him with wide eyes. For the first time, the prince’s steely expression looked more human than panther.


Percy gave him a weak smile, then promptly collapsed. Just before the world went black, he swore he heard the sound of laughter mixed with crashing waves.


Floating in the Dark
Chapter Summary


What's going on here?


“That’s the last one.”


Percy’s senses returned, but he felt like he was floating. He was in a dark room, or some kind of cave. The scene around him was blurry at first, but it slowly sharpened into focus.


A man in a long coat was standing over a dark, unmoving shape. Percy could see the silhouette of a gun poking out of his sleeve, and the man’s finger lingered on the trigger like it had just been fired. When the man shifted, Percy realized with a start that it had. There in what looked like a hospital bed lay a woman with a fatal gunshot wound to the head. The woman didn’t seem to have fought back at all, like she’d been asleep when it happened. As the image became more clear, Percy noticed a whole row of hospital beds extending along the length of the room. Each one contained a motionless body with similar wounds. All of them had been killed in their sleep.


Your work isn’t finished. The rest of them still threaten my arrival.


A chill skittered down Percy’s spine. The voice was so deep that he felt like it had been spoken into his mind. 


The man turned from the bodies and tucked the gun in his waistband. Percy could barely make out his features in the darkness, but it wasn’t anyone he recognized. The shadow of a wry smile appeared on his lips.


“If they don’t kill each other first, I’ll put a swift end to them all.”


An Unconventional Success
Chapter Summary


Percy and T'Challa reunite in the medical suite


When Percy woke up, he dimly recognized the blinking lights of the Avenger compound’s medical suite around him. He was lying in a bed, still wearing the same clothes as the morning.


The morning. It all started coming back to him—the discs, the pen that turned into a sword, the bull-man that nearly killed T’Challa. Had that all really happened?


Percy sat up straight and started unhooking all the sensors that had been attached to him. Other than some various aches and scratches he felt fine, just a little tired. But he couldn’t say the same about T’Challa.


Percy didn’t wait for directions, and it wasn’t hard to find his trainer. The prince was lying in his own recovery room, staring silently forward while a nurse examined him.


“You’re awake,” Percy breathed in relief. 


“And so are you, apparently.”


Tony was leaning against a wall in the corner of the room, brows furrowed. 


“Take a seat, kid. Why don’t you walk me through what happened this morning.”


The nurse who’d been tending to T’Challa shut the door behind her when she left the room. Percy took a seat opposite T’Challa’s bed, but his leg bounced restlessly.


“This…this monster. It came out of nowhere,” Percy started. “I’ve never seen anything like it. The head and horns of a bull, but human everywhere else. After I’d taken it down with the water, I stabbed my sword through it and it disappeared into this, like, golden powder.”


“Whoa. Back up.” Tony removed his glasses and folded them in his hands. “When we found you thanks to T’Challa’s new tech, you were both passed out cold. I didn’t see a sword, or a minotaur, or anything.”


“A minotaur?” Percy repeated. The hairs on the back of his neck tingled.


“You know, the half bull, half man from Greek mythology,” Tony replied. “Except they’re not called myths for nothing. You’re probably misremembering things, give yourself a minute to really wake up.”


“No.” T’Challa was shaking his head slowly. “I saw it, too. And it would’ve killed me if not for this young man.” The prince met Percy’s eye, gently bowing his head. “I owe you my life.”


Tony approached Percy and took the chair next to him.


“Where’d the sword come from?” he asked.


“I don’t know.” Percy reached into his pocket, surprised to find the pen still there. He pulled it out and turned it over in his palm. “It was just there, in the river.”


Tony glanced down at the pen, then back to Percy like he was speaking a different language.


“I’m pretty sure that’s not a sword.”


Percy removed the cap, and just like before, the blade sprung to life. Tony jumped back in surprise.


“Put that away, you idiot! You almost shish kabobed me!” he exclaimed. Percy replaced the cap, and the sword shrunk down to its pen form again. He couldn’t help smiling at the baffled look on Tony’s face.


“Okay, so you have a sword. Now what about this thing with the water? Did you learn to control your powers?”


Percy shrugged. “It wasn’t like I thought much about it. I couldn’t see another way to stop that monster, and then it just…happened.”


“I remember it,” T’Challa remarked. His eyes sparkled. “It was like nothing I’ve seen before. An entire river, bent to the will of the mind.”


Tony nodded in approval.


“So it looks like we can call your training a success. Unconventional, but a win is a win. We leave for Germany in three days, and you’ll be on that ship.”


Percy’s gut twisted. He thought he’d be excited, but instead he was terrified. How could Tony think he was ready when he had no idea how he’d made the water move? This was the third time it had happened, but Percy wasn’t any closer to learning why or how his powers worked.


Oh well. He’d always been better at making things up along the way.


Insurance Claim
Chapter Summary


Percy attempts to get control over his power


Two days before leaving for Germany, Percy woke up to sunlight flooding in through the window. Apparently his early morning training sessions were over for now.


The main team, including Tony, would spend the next forty-eight hours gathering as much intel on Rogers’s group as possible. They already knew the where and when of the jet heist, and Steve knew Tony would be going after him. Percy wasn’t sure why Tony hadn’t arrested him during their meeting the other day, or why the jet was even important. Tony didn’t give him much information, but he said that the jet was only going to be in the German airport for a small window of time. 


And as for letting Steve walk free, that was because he was family. He had to give his brother one more chance to change his mind—but like they all expected, it failed.


Percy was too amped up from the previous day’s events to sit still. He ate breakfast, got dressed, and headed to the training room he usually spent his afternoons in.


If he was going to be useful in Germany, he had to learn how his powers worked. 


Percy closed the door behind him and took a breath, approaching the basin. The surface of the water was like a sheet of glass, smooth and perfectly still. Percy stared into it, trying to recreate the feeling in his gut that seemed to turn on his water-controlling abilities. Gritting his teeth, he stretched a palm toward the water and concentrated.


“Come on,” he pleaded. The muscles in his arm strained, but not a single drop of water moved.


He closed his eyes and tried to envision the monster that had attacked them. 


The minotaur . 


That’s what Tony had called it, anyway, but it didn’t make any sense. What was a mythological creature doing in the woods outside the Avengers’ compound? What was a mythological creature doing here at all, if it wasn’t supposed to actually exist?


Percy remembered the anger in his chest when T’Challa had gone down, and he latched onto it. He couldn’t let someone get hurt like that in Germany. 


He needed this to work.


“Come on, come on…”


Cracking open an eye, Percy’s heart sank. The water still hadn’t moved. In a sudden burst of rage, he whipped out his pen, uncapped it, and sliced the basin right down the middle. The bronze was so wickedly sharp that it went straight through the metal, leaving a three foot long gash in the floor beneath. The contents of the basin splashed and flooded the room in a half inch of water, which eventually drained through the crack under the door.


Percy blinked until the tinges of red had faded from his vision. His sword shrunk back to pen form, and he stuffed it in his pocket. Hopefully the Avengers carried an insurance policy that could cover the damages, but he wasn’t going to stick around to find out.


On his way back to his room, Percy tried calling his mom. He’d dialed her a few times the day before after the whole Minotaur incident, but she hadn’t picked up. It was a Thursday, which meant she was doing an eight hour volunteer shift at the food pantry, so he hadn’t been too worried.


But today was Friday, her day off, so it was concerning when she didn’t answer. Percy tried a few more times for good measure, and still nothing. Had she lost her phone? Did she get called in for an extra shift at the bakery?


Percy found Charlie in the cafeteria. He was tinkering with a control panel near the burrito bar, looking lost in concentration.


“Hey man, can you send someone to check on my mom?”


Charlie flinched, dropping the screwdriver he held.


“Percy, hey. Didn’t hear you coming,” he said. He reassembled the control panel and popped it back in place. “What’s wrong with your mom?”


“Nothing, I think,” Percy said quickly. Charlie was soft spoken, but he was also as tall as T’Challa and just as intimidating in physique. He probably thought Percy was lame for getting worried like this. “I haven’t heard from her in a bit. Just want to make sure she’s okay, you know?”


Charlie nodded. “Of course. I’ll see who’s available to stop by. Shouldn’t take long. I’ll let you know what I hear.”


“Appreciate it,” Percy said. In the meantime, he was off to find answers to another question: where had the Minotaur come from?


And that meant returning to the scene of the attack.


Speculations
Chapter Summary


Percy returns to the forest


The woods were eerily normal-looking for just having been invaded by a legendary bull-man. After stumbling along the river for half an hour, Percy finally found the spot where he and T’Challa had been ambushed. He spotted the two trees the Minotaur had halved when it charged at them, then the rock where he’d found his pen / sword in the river. Percy crouched on the bank, peering into the flowing water. He wasn’t sure what he was looking for—maybe a message in a bottle that explained his powers and the dual appearance of both the sword and foe. But alas, there were only pebbles and the occasional perplexed-looking minnow.


Percy found the Minotaur’s horn still embedded in the tree. Why hadn’t it disappeared when the rest of the beast had exploded into golden confetti?


Uncapping his sword, he used the tip of it to dislodge the horn from the bark. It left a deep wound in the tree when it slid out, but Percy remembered learning in school that trees could withstand all sorts of injuries to their trunks and still grow. It would probably be fine.


The horn was heavier than it looked. The boney surface was etched with indentations, marks that depicted a long history of goring. Percy tucked it into the backpack he’d brought with him and turned to track the direction the monster had come from.


T’Challa was right behind him, inspecting one of the trees that had snapped in half. Of course Percy hadn’t heard him coming, but at least this time he didn’t flinch. He was getting used to the prince’s jump scares.


“I thought I would find you here eventually,” T’Challa said. “I’ve been searching the perimeter all morning for signs of the beast.”


“Find anything?” Percy asked. The prince tilted his head, not exactly a yes or no .


“Follow me.”


T’Challa led Percy farther into the woods until they reached a small clearing. In the center the ground was disturbed, like a large rake had been dragged through the leaves and tilled the dirt in a jagged pattern.


“You think the Minotaur did this?” Percy asked. The pattern didn’t make sense, even if the creature had repeatedly pawed at the ground with one of its hooves.


“I think it might’ve come from this,” T’Challa said. “How else would it have gone unnoticed, unless it had appeared from within the forest?”


Percy crouched near the contusion to get a closer look.


“So you think it just…rose up out of the ground?”


T’Challa was about to respond, but a vibration in Percy’s backpack made them both pause. Percy slung the bag in front of him and retrieved his phone. 


“Hey Perce, it’s Charlie. I couldn’t find you, so I got your number from our records.”


Perce. That was new.


“Charlie, hey. Just out with T’Challa. Any update on my mom?”


There was a pause, and the line crackled.


“You might want to get back here.”


She's Gone
Chapter Summary


Percy gets some bad news


“What do you mean, gone?”


Percy and T’Challa had headed straight back to the compound, and Charlie was waiting for them on the ground floor. Another man was standing with him, presumably the one who’d been assigned to make the visit to Ocean City.


Charlie’s eyes were solemn, and he spoke in a low voice.


“Max went to your house, but your mom didn’t answer the door. He did a little asking around—neighbors, workplace. Percy…no one has seen your mom since Wednesday.”


Percy’s heart hammered against his ribs, a sick feeling twisting his gut. 


“Take me there,” he said.


Charlie and Max exchanged a glance.


“We’ve already sent out a couple of Stark’s surveillance bots, I’m sure it’ll be able to track her—”


“You need to take me there,” Percy demanded. He realized he was shouting, and he lowered his gaze. “Please.”


 


Charlie flew the ship himself. If Percy hadn’t been so distracted, he probably would’ve loved it. Zipping through the sky in an aircraft built for space travel? Super cool, in any other situation.


But all Percy could think about while the clouds blurred by was how he wished he’d never left home.


The ship landed in an empty lot a block away from the Jackson’s condo. As Percy stepped out of the jet, the ocean breeze welcomed him back with its salty-sweet aroma. After all that had happened the past week, coming back home felt different than he’d expected. It was like he’d been living in a fishbowl his entire life, and now that he’d tasted the freedom of the sea, the little glass tank felt more like a prison than a home.


Charlie jogged along behind him until they reached the door. Percy pulled out his keys and unlocked it.


“Mom?” he called. The door creaked open, and the silence within was like a tomb. Percy flipped on the lights and started checking the rooms. Kitchen, living room, bedroom, bathroom, even the closet in the hallway. Everything was in pristine condition, and there was no sign of his mother.


Her keys were in the dish on the counter. Her purse hung on the back of the kitchen chair, where it always was. The car was still in the garage, too, which made Percy even more certain that something bad had happened to her. The only thing missing was the pair of black tennis shoes she normally kept by the door. But where could she have gone without her purse, or her key ring?


“This can’t be happening,” Percy muttered. Charlie gave him a sympathetic look.


“I know the surveillance bots are out looking for her, but we can file a missing persons report if you want,” he offered. Percy collapsed onto the couch and rubbed his forehead with his palm.


“I’m not sure the Ocean City police have a better chance of finding her than Tony Stark,” he said. “I—” He paused, seeing something he hadn’t noticed on the first pass. There was a small piece of paper lying on the cushion of his mom’s armchair. Percy leaned over and snatched it up. On the front was the symbol of a tree with a thick, twisted trunk. Flipping it over, his stomach churned as he read a message scrawled in dark red ink.


See you in Germany .


Is this a Dream?
Chapter Summary


Percy finds himself back in a familiar place


Percy was floating through the dark again. The same scene materialized before him—the cave, the row of hospital beds, the dozen people who appeared to be sleeping if not for the bullet wound in each one’s temple.


I must be dreaming, Percy thought to himself. Last time he’d passed out before this creepy movie started playing in his head, and he’d almost forgotten it. But this time his awareness was sharper, the picture clearer. He remembered traveling back to the compound with Charlie, the note from his mom’s chair shoved deep in his pocket. He’d spent the rest of the day glued to the side of an engineer who fielded the reports from the surveillance bots. The whole day had passed with no sign of his mom.


Percy had gone to bed, and now he was here, having the most vivid dream of his life. Memories from the first started coming back—the man in the coat, the gun, the creepy low voice. Why was this happening again?


There was movement in the shadows, and the man in the coat stepped into view. His face was still silhouetted against the backlight, but Percy recognized him well enough. 


“They should arrive tomorrow, my lord.”


The man stared forward like he was talking to someone, but there was nothing there.


I hope you won’t disappoint me like Asterion.


The voice turned Percy’s blood to ice. Where was it coming from?


“Don’t disrespect me. I have more wit than that bumbling idiot,” the man sneered. “I’ll get the job done.”


If the prophecy is correct, killing them will ensure that my arrival will face no more delays. You cannot fail, Zemo.


The man in the coat, apparently Zemo, inclined his head. Turning, he walked along the row of bodies until he reached the last one, the bed nearly tucked into the shadows. Percy realized with a start that the lump was moving. The slow rise and fall of a chest, no gunshot wound. Why had he left one of them alive?


“Does this look like failure to you?” Zemo spat, gesturing at the body. He flicked on a low light to reveal the sleeping face of a woman. 


All of the air left Percy’s lungs, like his ribs had been constricted by an invisible rope. He tried to scream, tried to move, but he was breathless and cemented into place. He wished this was only a dream, but now he wasn’t so sure.


Whoever this Zemo guy was, he was the one who had taken Percy’s mom.


Meet the Team
Chapter Summary


The team gears up to leave for Germany


“Last chance to back out.”


“I already told you, I’m coming.”


The next morning, Percy met Tony on the ground floor while the ship was being prepared for departure. Tony had looked surprised to see him, but Percy was too fixated on the note from his mom’s house and his weird dream to care. 


See you in Germany . You cannot fail, Zemo . He wished he could write off last night’s vision as just a strange dream, but it felt too vivid, too real to only be a nightmare. The same instinct that activated his ability to control water was certain his mom’s life was on the line. He wasn’t sure how an airport in Germany connected to a creepy cave filled with dead people, but to find out meant sticking to the plan and helping Tony apprehend Steve Rogers and his crew. Not knowing who he could trust, Percy would have to keep the information close to his chest. One of the Avengers must have helped Zemo take his mom. Maybe even someone on his side.


Tony waited by the door, occasionally peering through the glass walls to check the progress of the ship preparations. A jet was being taxied onto the runway. It was twice the size of the one he and Charlie had taken to Ocean City, plated with red chrome that gleamed under the morning sun. Tony’s personal ship.


T’Challa joined them next. He was wearing plain clothes, but Percy could see the edges of his Panther suit poking out from his collared sleeves. Though he nodded in greeting, the prince’s expression was masked by a steely grimace.


“Geez, we need some happy juice in you two this morning,” Tony said. He glanced between Percy and T’Challa, expressively pouting his lip, then looked past them and smirked. “I hope you’re here to liven my spirits, Romanoff.”


“I don’t remember seeing that in my job description. And isn’t the kid’s mom missing? Cut him some slack.”


Percy recognized Natasha’s voice from the several times she’d appeared on the news. She strutted toward them, dressed in all black with a splash of wine-red hair spilling across her shoulders. Much like T’Challa, her eyes were sharp and intense in a way that made Percy feel like he was being hunted. It didn’t help that she looked like a model. Her appearance, combined with the fact that she could kill Percy in three seconds if she wanted to, made him uneasy.


“Meet our newest recruits.” Tony clapped his hands on the shoulders of T’Challa and Percy, grinning like a football coach. “One murderous cat, one high school troublemaker who can turn a water fountain into a weapon.”


Natasha crossed her arms and regarded them with a raised brow.


“And you trust them?” she asked.


“More or less.” Tony gave them both a squeeze before dropping his hands. “We need all the help we can get, right? Vision’s meeting us there. And Charlie is—”


“Ready to go!” Charlie had poked his head inside. He stuck a thumb toward the runway, where the ship’s boarding ramp had been lowered. “Pilot says she’s up and running. Who else are we waiting on?”


“You’re looking at the full squad right here, baby,” Tony said. Charlie glanced at the four of them and grimaced.


“Are you sure this is enough? I mean, this is Captain America and the Winter Soldier we’re talking about, plus whoever else they’re bringing with them…”


“I’d appreciate a thank you for expanding the team while you and Nat just sat around drinking espressos and checking your Twitter feeds.”


“Hey, bringing on T’Challa was my idea!” Natasha protested. “At least my recruit is over the legal drinking age.” She pushed past Tony, and Charlie stepped aside to let her through the door.


“But T’Challa never would’ve been here if I hadn’t taken him in with the other three!” Charlie called after her.


“I’d be impressed, Beckendorf, but we’re about to see three out of the four people you arrested in Germany!”


Charlie hung his head and muttered something too quiet to understand.


“Don’t worry. We’ll do some team building exercises on the way over,” Tony said. He patted Charlie on the back and started following Natasha to the jet. T’Challa slipped out the door behind him.


“You’re coming with us?” Percy asked. Charlie lifted his head.


“Of course. Why?”


“When I got here I thought you were like, Tony’s assistant or something.” 


Charlie chuckled, laugh lines forming creases in his skin. Though he only had a few years on Percy, the pride that returned to his eyes held a glimmer of wisdom.


“Nah, man. I’m a straight up Avenger.”


Debrief
Chapter Summary


Tony gives the team a "pep talk" as they approach Germany


Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
A few hours later, the ship began its descent. 


The ride had been quiet, the silence broken with the occasional “road trip activity” proposed by Tony or Charlie. No one else was in the mood, so the two began their own game of asking rapid ice breaker questions until they eventually got bored.


Percy had woken up that morning itching for a fight. Being forced to sit still for so long didn’t help, but the time at least settled his brain’s “attack mode” from a category four hurricane to a steady thunderstorm. He realized that the day before had been his first time ever flying. Yesterday he’d been so high strung that he barely remembered the blur of those twenty minutes in the air. Today, at least, he was calm enough to take in his surroundings. 


And in doing so, he also discovered that he absolutely despised flying.


Percy always thought he’d hated the ocean, but being in a plane was a million times worse. Every cell in his body screamed at him to get back to solid ground as quickly as possible. He kept checking his seatbelt to make sure it was tight (like that would make a difference if they took a 30,000 foot freefall into the Atlantic Ocean below).


By the time the plane finally started to descend, Percy had been gripping the armrests so tightly that his fingers were numb.


“When we land it’s going to be game time right away, so let’s do a quick debrief,” Tony announced. The atmosphere in the past half hour had shifted, the joking between him and Charlie giving way to a somber silence. The team gave Tony their attention as he stepped to the head of the ship. He pressed various buttons as he talked, and pieces of his red and gold suit began to emerge from the walls of the ship.


“The jet Steve is attempting to steal arrives at the Hannover airport in ten minutes,” he began. “In it is a device capable of decrypting a USB drive, one Steve acquired that apparently points to a location in Siberia. We don’t know what exactly they’re after, but according to Steve, the location holds weapons that could wipe out all life on Earth.” 


Tony rolled his eyes and stepped into a pair of metallic boots, which grew and expanded upward until his entire legs were armored. 


“I told him we could send a team to investigate it if we went through the correct protocols, but he couldn’t wait. You’d think a man who was frozen for seventy years would’ve learned a little patience.”


More pieces of the suit locked into place, covering Tony’s torso and arms. Percy had grown comfortable around Tony, but watching him transform into the Iron Man reminded him how powerful Stark really was. The others had started suiting up, too. T’Challa’s Black Panther mask rested on the seat beside him, Natasha was strapping weapons to various parts of her body, and Charlie was putting on a suit that looked like an unsaturated version of Tony’s, all black and gray metals with gadgets lining his wrists. 


Percy felt a little underdressed in his orange t-shirt and black track pants. Maybe he should’ve worn a wetsuit, something more on brand. He’d brought a change of clothes in his backpack, but it was only a pair of shorts and t-shirt. Still not very superhero-y.


“Steve knows we’re coming. He claims that Barnes is innocent, but we all saw the footage—the Winter Soldier killed King T’Chaka and eleven other government leaders in Vienna. Whatever is in Siberia can’t be as important as upholding the Accords, making sure no one else gets hurt, and bringing justice to the Wakandans.”


T’Challa nodded deeply with a fist pressed to his chest. A white circle embedded into the front of Tony’s suit began to glow.


“We take them in, or we lose our jobs,” he said grimly.


The pilot announced that she was preparing for landing. They’d touch down just outside the airport perimeter within minutes.


With the ground in sight, Percy felt a rush of adrenaline course through his body. He still didn’t understand his powers, but he hoped they didn’t fail him. He needed to hold his own if he was going to find out which Avenger had helped take his mom hostage—and stay alive during the fight.


Tony gave the team a curt nod before his Iron Man helmet appeared from the collar of his suit and covered his face.


“I know they’re criminals, but they’re also family. So let’s try not to kill anyone.”


Chapter End Notes


The next chapter is gonna be a fun one!! The crew lands in Germany TOMORROW!


Civil War
Chapter Summary


The Avengers clash in Germany


Five minutes later, they were in position with a hastily formed plan for when Steve arrived. Percy crouched behind the wall Tony had stationed him at. The others had split up to form a perimeter around the airport, which looked surprisingly abandoned. Percy’s position gave him a vantage point of the whole area—there was a parking garage a hundred yards to the right, which connected to a three story terminal building. To the left was a row of hangars big enough to store a dozen planes.


Percy adjusted the comms earbud Charlie had given him a few minutes earlier. The feed crackled, and then he could hear Tony speaking.


“No sign of the jet, but we’re picking up movement in the parking deck. Nat, T’Challa, position two. Percy, get ready with that diversion.”


Percy darted from behind the wall and dashed toward the parking garage, staying hidden behind stacks of equipment and holding tanks. When he got to the position Tony had pointed out to him earlier, he saw someone emerging from the ground level of the parking deck. Percy ducked down, then slowly peered around the side to watch the action.


Steve Rogers was taller than he’d expected. Even from twenty yards away, Percy could feel the aura of strength that radiated off of him. His suit was navy on the top and bottom, and a band of vertical red and white stripes cut across his abdomen. The white star on his chest matched the shield braced at his side, a tri-colored, gleaming disc the size of a trash can lid. He appeared to be alone, but Percy knew he wasn’t.


Steve’s eyes narrowed, and Percy peeked out farther to see Tony and Charlie flying in. Both were fully suited up, but their helmets retracted as they landed several yards away.


“Wow, it’s so weird how you run into people at the airport,” Tony said. “Don’t you think that’s weird?”


“Definitely weird,” Charlie agreed. 


Steve stood his ground, holding his shield a little closer.


“I’ll say it again, Tony. That doctor, the psychiatrist, he’s behind all of this,” he said earnestly. “Bucky had nothing to do with King T’Chaka’s death.”


“You do not deserve to speak my father’s name.” T’Challa appeared from behind a box truck. His panther claws shot out, gleaming menacingly.


Natasha stepped into view from the other side, and Steve was surrounded.


“You know what’s about to happen,” she said in a low voice. “Do you really wanna punch your way out of this one?”


Steve’s expression didn’t change.


“Alright, I’ve run out of patience,” Tony said. “Water Boy!”


Percy pressed his hands against the water tank he was hiding behind, feeling the cool metal against his skin. He closed his eyes and pictured his mom’s face, remembering the chill of the invisible voice from the cave. He had to save her—it was now or never.


The familiar tugging feeling returned to his gut like a whisper, and he grasped onto it. Shouting, he pressed his hands harder into the metal. Pressure built on the inside of the tank as the water churned to life, expanding until a valve on the top burst. A stream of water blasted upward like an explosion. Steve flinched in surprise, and in the single moment he was caught off guard, Charlie launched a projectile that knocked his shield loose. Before it could even touch the ground, T’Challa was there to snatch it up. His momentum carried him into a roll, and he landed a few yards away from Percy in a low crouch.


Percy’s eyes danced with stars from the effort of calling the water, but he blinked them away and stepped beside T’Challa. His fingertips tingled with adrenaline, the shock that his powers actually worked a momentary distraction from his anger.


Steve, still standing tall, glanced in their direction.


“You’ve been busy,” he remarked flatly.


“And you’ve been a complete idiot,” Tony spat. “Dragging in Clint, rescuing Wanda from a safe place. I’m trying…” his hands curled into fists, all traces of his normal sarcasm lost. “I’m trying to keep you from tearing the Avengers apart. I’ve given you so many opportunities to change your mind, and yet you insist on making things worse for all of us.”


“You tore us apart when you signed, Tony,” Steve said. “We should’ve stuck together, like we always have.”


Tony’s jaw tightened.


“Alright, we’re done. You're gonna turn Barnes over, you’re gonna come with us. Now. Because it’s us.” Steve glanced to the side, Tony’s words appearing to have no effect. “We can do things the right way. We’ll find out what’s in Siberia together, just—”


“Now.” 


When Steve cut off Tony with the simple command, T’Challa flew to the side like he’d been kicked by an invisible foot. The shield came loose and rolled back toward Steve, who scooped it up and went sprinting to the entrance of the parking deck.


Tony’s helmet sprung back into place.


“Two on top of the hangar—one of them’s Wanda, I’m gonna grab her,” he said. “Charlie, you wanna take Cap?”


Charlie’s helmet was back on too, and he nodded as Tony blasted away. He raised a hand to the side of his helmet.


“Got two in the terminal, Wilson and Barnes,” he reported.


“Barnes is mine,” T’Challa hissed.


“Nat, I want you in there too,” Tony instructed over the comms. Natasha confirmed and went sprinting toward the terminal. T’Challa raced after her, but Steve stepped in his way.


“Move, Captain,” he growled. “I won’t ask a second time.”


From behind T’Challa, Charlie launched upward and aimed one of his highly-weaponized fists at Steve. Before he could fire, he was hit in the torso by a lightning fast strike from Cap’s shield. It deflected perfectly and locked back onto Steve’s forearm just as T’Challa pounced toward him.


Too much was happening at once, and Percy realized he’d been staring. “Tony, what should I do?”


“What we discussed. Keep your distance, use the water pipes in the terminal,” came Stark’s response.


Percy dodged the showdown between Charlie, Steve, and T’Challa and headed for the terminal. He found a door still swinging on its hinges. Assuming Natasha had come in this way, Percy crept through and tried to prepare himself for what he’d find inside.


He remained in the corridor entrance for a few moments to catch his breath. Head spinning, he tried to focus on the real mission. See you in Germany . Someone here had written that note, and he couldn’t leave without finding out where his mom had been taken.


Percy heard voices coming from the other side of the terminal. Still lightheaded from using his powers on the water tank, he decided to go with the simpler approach. Keep your distance? Use the pipes? Not when he had a much cooler weapon in his pocket.


His pen clicked into a sword, casting a faint bronze glow on the walls. Percy crept around the corner and saw Natasha facing a man wearing a pair of red goggles with a suit to match. Sam Wilson, the Falcon—though Percy didn’t see any wings.


“Where’s Barnes?” Natasha demanded.


“Look, I don’t like the guy much either. But he’s innocent,” Sam said.


“That doesn’t answer my question.” Natasha lunged forward, kicking Sam in the leg so hard he buckled and dropped to one knee. When she went to strike again, a pair of carbon fiber wings sprouted from Sam’s back and knocked Natasha to the side. Percy was about to step in to help her, but a flash of silver caught his eye. On the opposite side of the terminal, someone had darted from behind a ticket counter and was crouching beside a row of seats. 


Percy pursued. He kept close to the wall, trying to stay out of sight while still keeping an eye on whoever was behind the chairs. The sounds of Natasha and Sam fighting echoed through the empty hall as Percy dashed across. He crouched low, rounded the far end of the chairs, and cursed when he realized who he’d been following.


The Winter Soldier turned to face him. His hair was shoulder-length and wild, but his eyes were calm. Where his left arm used to be was replaced with glinting metal. Percy knew that arm had done a lot of killing, and he did not want to be next on the list.


“Who are you?” Bucky asked. His voice was soft, his curiosity genuine. Percy brandished his sword and stepped forward.


“Someone who doesn’t like it when people get away with murder,” he growled. His blood curdled. “You killed T’Challa’s father. Were you the one to take my mom, too?”


Bucky took on a defensive stance, but his eyes looked sad.


“I didn’t kill him,” he said firmly. “I don’t do that anymore. I’m just Bucky.”


Percy didn’t believe him. Even if he didn’t take his mom, this guy was a criminal. Percy couldn’t let him get away.


He raised his sword and charged. Bucky knocked away his first swipe with his metal arm, pushing Percy off balance. But Percy had gotten used to being tossed around after training with T’Challa all week, so he recovered quickly. He lunged forward and managed to nick the edge of Bucky’s shoulder, tearing the fabric but not breaking skin.


“Come on, kid. I’m not the villain here,” Bucky grunted. “Don’t make me do this.”


Percy shouted and swung again, but Bucky sidestepped. When Percy’s weight was thrown forward, Bucky grabbed him by the shoulders and flung him. Percy landed on his stomach and slid several yards. The wind had been knocked out of him, but he staggered to his feet. His skin burned where it had skidded along the linoleum.


“That was uncalled for,” he gasped.


“You’re the one who swung a sword at my head,” Bucky pointed out. “Look, I don’t want to hurt you. But there are more lives at stake if we don’t get to Siberia first. It’d be better if you just let me go—”


Percy cut him off with another slash of his sword. Bucky reacted quickly, not just blocking the attack but this time catching the blade in his metallic palm. He gripped the sword hard, staring intensely at Percy even as the bronze bit into his fingers.


A voice shouted from behind them.


“Bucky, she found the jet. Let’s go!”


Bucky released his grip on the blade and slammed his metal fist into Percy’s chest, sending him soaring backward. His head smashed against the floor, and black dots swam across his vision. Sam swooped into view and continued down the hall. Bucky sprinted off at an inhumanely fast speed, and soon the two had disappeared.


Percy scrambled to his feet, dizzy, and found Natasha limping toward him. She had a gash on her upper arm, but it was impossible to tell how much blood had soaked into her dark sleeves.


“I thought these guys were your friends,” Percy remarked.


“I thought so too,” she replied gravely. “What did Sam say? They found the jet?”


“Yeah, but I don’t remember seeing that other jet arrive. It doesn’t look like anyone’s at this airport but us, right?”


Natasha nodded, eyebrows furrowed. After a moment in thought, her eyes suddenly went wide.


“Tony said Steve needed decryption technology for the USB drive, right?” she asked. “Stark’s jet has that. They’re not here to steal a plane—they’re here to take ours.”


They took off in the direction Sam and Bucky had gone, exiting the terminal through a pair of double doors. The scene in the airyard was intense. Tony was crawling out from under a pile of cars that looked like they’d been thrown from the parking garage. Charlie’s suit was sparking in several places, and T’Challa had recently been thrown into the side of a plane. The group stumbled together, watching as Steve, Clint, and Wanda met up with Bucky and Sam near the perimeter.


“They’re going for our jet,” Natasha heaved. “They lured us here just to get your tech.”


“Of course they did,” Tony grumbled.


“Where’s Vision? I thought he was meeting us here.”


“Must’ve gotten busy. He could’ve made this a lot easier, but at least we still have backup. Friday, engage fireworks protocol.”


A football field’s distance away, a massive row of explosions lit up along the perimeter. Steve’s team was still far enough that they weren’t hit directly, but the force of the blasts sent them flying backward. Tony and Charlie fired up their suits and rocketed toward the ship, each carrying a team member (or in Tony’s case, two). The five of them dropped down in between the jet and Steve’s group, who was still clambering back to their feet. 


“So it was all a lie, then,” Tony called after retracting his helmet. The two groups stood face to face, just thirty yards apart. Beside Percy, T’Challa had locked onto Barnes. He twitched like a loaded spring, barely able to hold himself back from launching at his father’s killer.


“It didn’t have to be this way if you had just listened to me,” Steve yelled. “We need to get to Siberia before the doctor does. Do you really want more super soldiers out there?”


“Percy, get back to the ship,” Tony muttered.


“What? Why?” Percy protested. The Iron Man turned toward him, heartbreak written plainly across his face.


“This is going to get ugly, and you’ve done enough.”


“No, I can help. I don’t want to leave you—”


“Go,” T’Challa said coolly. “You don’t need to be here for what comes next.”


Percy started to fight back, but he was starting to see spots again. They were right—he wasn’t needed in this battle anymore.


As he turned and stumbled to the jet, the sounds of clashing metal and grunts of pain rang out from behind him. Percy felt useless—he’d failed to take down Bucky, failed to find any clue leading to his mom’s whereabouts. Maybe he should’ve told Tony and T’Challa about the note, the dream. It was too late for that now.


When he reached the jet, he yelled up to the pilot to let her know he was coming. The boarding ramp had been left down. Percy clambered up, holding onto the sides to brace himself against a wave of dizziness.


“Hello?” he called. His question was answered only by silence. Percy staggered through the main cabin, heading for the cockpit. When he reached it, his brain took a moment too long to process what he was seeing. The pilot was slumped over in her chair—breathing, but clearly unconscious. But if everyone from Steve’s team was out on the battlefield, who had—?


“Don’t move.” The voice came from behind him just as he felt something flat and cold press against his throat. He looked down but couldn’t see a knife, or a hand, or anything.


Luckily, he was too stupid to obey the voice’s command. Percy jammed an elbow backwards, landing a solid hit. The ghostly blade disappeared from his neck. He whirled around, but still he saw no one.


“Who’s there?” he called out. He brought out his pen and clicked it into a sword, trying to look brave as he searched for his opponent.


The air in front of him shimmered, and the shape of a girl materialized out of nowhere. She clutched a Yankees baseball cap in one hand, a dagger in the other, and glowered at him with intense gray eyes. She pointed her blade at his chest and bared her teeth.


“Move again, and I’ll send you straight to Tartarus.”


Realizations
Chapter Summary


Percy battles a stranger on Tony's ship


“Are you…a ghost?”


The girl, who looked around the same age as Percy, glared at him through squinted eyes. She lunged forward like a viper and struck him in the chest with her non-dagger hand, forcing him backward.


“Okay, so not a ghost,” Percy mumbled, rubbing his sternum. “But I’m not letting you take Tony’s ship.” 


How was he supposed to fight a girl? Hoping to catch her off guard, he swung the hilt of his sword toward her shoulder. Her dagger whipped up to deflect it, metal clanging against metal. While Percy fumbled to adjust his grip, the girl slashed forward and turned the front left of his t-shirt into a sleeveless tank. Her blade grazed his skin, and a fresh line of blood appeared.


Percy stepped back, steeling his expression. The girl’s eyebrows raised in challenge. He’d been in plenty of fights—never with actual weapons before today, but he knew how to take a punch. A little pain wasn’t going to stop him from defending Tony’s ship.


But maybe a lot of it would.


They launched into a full blown fight, sword versus dagger. Percy sliced through the air, was blocked dozens of times, and gained a handful of new cuts to the arms and legs. He was fully aware this girl could turn invisible at any time and murder him in cold blood, but for some reason she didn’t. Maybe it was fun proving how much better she was even when he could see her next attack coming.


Even though he was clearly losing, Percy could feel his sword growing more comfortable in his grip. It felt less like something he was holding and more like an extension of his being. He wasn’t thinking about how to move or where to swing next—it just happened.


His growing confidence wasn’t enough. The girl fought up close, whirling and jabbing and finding new parts of Percy’s body to slice into. Blood and sweat soaked his shirt, and his lungs burned from the effort. His fighting soon turned to scrambling, and it was all over when she landed a hit that knocked his sword away. It clattered to the ground at her feet, and she pointed her dagger at him as she bent to pick it up.


“Celestial bronze,” she noted. 


She examined the sword for a moment before squinting back up at Percy. Other than a few loose strands of blond hair, there were no visible signs of the fight. She hadn’t even broken a sweat.


“Where did you get this?” she asked.


“I found it,” he said, trying to hide how hard he was still breathing. “It’s a pen, too. Pretty cool.”


She dropped the sword and kicked it away, apparently uninterested in its writing abilities.


“I’m done asking nicely,” she growled. “You need to leave.”


Percy couldn’t remember her ever asking nicely, but he shook his head.


“I can’t let you.”


The girl glared at him, maybe deciding whether to skewer him or not. Percy, though unarmed, stood his ground.


“Although I’m certain you couldn’t stop me from knocking you out, we don’t need this ship,” she said. “I already decrypted the drive. We can get to Zemo another way.”


The girl shoved past him. Percy blinked, processing what she’d said.


“Zemo?” he repeated. 


You cannot fail, Zemo . 


Suddenly it all fell into place—the man with the gun, the cave, the row of bodies. Steve’s shouting voice echoed in his mind. We need to get to Siberia before the doctor does. Do you really want more super soldiers out there? 


Steve was after Zemo. The cave from his dreams was in Siberia, and all the soldiers were dead. But maybe it wasn’t too late for his mom.


The girl had already left the jet when Percy realized why he needed to stop her.


“Wait!” he called out. He snatched his sword and clambered to the exit, wincing as his body registered all the places he was bleeding.


The girl was heading for the airyard, which was still a live battlefield. Percy sprinted to catch up with her.


“Stop! You don’t know what you’re going into,” he pleaded.


“I can assure you that we do,” the girl replied. She kept her gaze locked on the scene of the battle. “There are twelve operatives at that facility who’ve been shot up with the same serum used on the Winter Soldier. If Zemo gets there first, he’ll program every one of them to respond only to his commands. We have to beat him there.”


“That’s what I’m trying to tell you,” Percy said. “He’s already there, and the soldiers are all dead, and he took my mom, and—”


The girl stopped abruptly and whirled around.


“Why would you think that?” she demanded.


Percy pushed a hand through his hair, which had plastered sweatily to his forehead.


“I had this, um…dream? Vision? I’m not sure,” he said. Realizing he sounded insane, he started talking faster. “I know it’s weird, but it happened twice, and it was so vivid, like I was just floating there watching it, and Zemo was standing over all these dead bodies, and then my mom went missing in real life and I saw her in the dream the next day, and—” 


Percy let the sentence hang unfinished. He’d been staring at the ground, but when he realized the girl hadn’t replied, he looked up. The hardness in her gaze was replaced by something new—surprise. Curiosity, even. That wasn’t the response of someone who thought he was crazy. Instead, it looked like she believed him.


“If that’s true, then so much doesn’t make sense,” she muttered to herself. “What is he doing there? Why kill all the super soldiers?” She chewed her lip. “Does Stark know?”


“I haven’t told anyone,” Percy said. “So this Zemo guy, he’s also the one who killed King T’Chaka?”


She nodded, then looked to the airfield.


“This isn’t our fight anymore.” Tightening her grip on her dagger, she met Percy’s eye. “Before we go break up a war between Earth’s mightiest heroes, can I ask for your name?”


Percy told her. She gave him a grim smile as she replied with her own.


Annabeth .


Cease-Fire
Chapter Summary


Percy and Annabeth break up the battle


To stop the battle, first they had to join it.


The fight raged on as Percy and Annabeth approached the chaos in the airfield. Charlie and Sam were flying above the commotion, firing blasts at each other while Clint launched arrows from below. Wanda’s red power glowed around chunks of debris that hurtled toward Tony. He dodged them while simultaneously deflecting blows from Steve’s shield. T’Challa was going head to head with Bucky. They fought faster and more skillfully than Percy had ever seen, each delivering and receiving a fair amount of punches.


“How are we supposed to stop them? My comms aren’t working anymore.” Percy shouted over the noise.


“Mine either. I’ll take care of it,” Annabeth replied. She fitted the Yankee’s cap over her head and disappeared, leaving Percy alone on the edge of the battlefield. 


“Great talk,” he mumbled. He spotted Charlie overhead and tried waving his arms to get his attention. “Call it off!” Percy hollered. “Charlie!” Charlie zipped by with Sam right behind him, but neither seemed to hear.


Fine, he was going to have to do it the hard way. Taking out his sword, Percy sprinted straight into the battle.


T’Challa and Bucky were closest, so he headed for them. He made it three steps before an arrow exploded at his feet, knocking him sideways. His palms scraped against the concrete, but he pushed himself up and kept running.


The Black Panther and the Winter Soldier fought with superhuman intensity. Percy stood several yards away from them and yelled T’Challa’s name, but the two men were in another realm. Metal claws scraped against Bucky’s titanium arm. Fists flew, grunts of pain resounding whenever a hit landed. Percy looked for an opening to step in but couldn’t find one.


“Percy, what are you doing?” Tony had come up from behind him. He blasted away an incoming projectile from Wanda, then glared at Percy through his mask. “I told you to stay back. Why are you covered in blood?”


“We have to stop the fight,” Percy said. “I can’t explain it all right now, but there’s something bigger going on here.”


“What we need is to get Barnes and get out of here,” Tony said. “Even if the rest of them get away, we can’t leave without him.”


“No!” Percy shouted. “Barnes is innocent. Steve was right, but not about everything. And—”


“Steve is right?” Tony repeated. “What makes you think that?”


“Tony.” Captain America himself was jogging over. Tony readied a fist, but Steve raised his hands in a show of peace. Annabeth was there behind him, her baseball cap clutched in one hand.


“What’s this about?” Tony asked.


“It looks like we’re fighting the wrong battle here,” Steve said. He nodded his head toward Percy. “Annabeth says your friend here knows about Zemo.”


“You do?” Tony retracted his helmet and looked at Percy expectantly. “News to me, I don’t remember giving you that piece of intel. Do share.”


“I can’t be sure it’s true—”


“It is.” Annabeth spoke from Steve’s side, her expression set with certainty. His body still stung with wounds from her dagger, but at least she was backing him up.


“Okay. I had a vision.” Percy briefly explained the dreams—Zemo, the bodies of the super soldiers, the eerie voice. “And my mom,” he said, voice breaking. “Zemo has her there.”


Tony rubbed his chin, nodding slowly to himself with a perplexed expression. Steve stepped forward and put a hand on his shoulder.


“If I’m wrong about this, I promise you I’ll turn myself in afterward,” he said. Steve Rogers was not the kind of man to make a promise he didn’t keep, and Tony knew it. His mouth tightened at the corners as he stuck out an iron-clad hand. Steve gripped it and shook.


“Anyone got a white flag for this co-sponsored truce?” Tony suggested bitterly. Steve gave him a small smile and brought his fingers to his lips, letting out a sharp whistle. It got the attention of Clint and Natasha, who were fighting nearby. They noticed the sound first, then the group that was having a powwow in the middle of the battle.


“What’s going on?” Natasha shouted to Tony.


“We’re taking a time out,” he replied. “There’s been a change of plans.”


Charlie, Sam, and Wanda realized a minute later and ceased fire. The only ones who hadn’t noticed the change in atmosphere were T’Challa and Bucky. The two were still locked in battle, completely unaware that the fight had ended.


“Bucky,” Steve called. “We’re done here.” Neither man seemed to hear him.


“Your highness, it’s over,” Tony said sternly. “Charlie, help me out.” He and Charlie approached the duel, dodging stray punches. Tony went for Bucky, and Charlie for T’Challa, iron arms clamping around the fighting men’s torsos.


Bucky snapped out of it as Tony lifted him away, but T’Challa fought wildly against Charlie’s grip.


“Let me go,” he growled.


“He’s not our target right now,” Tony said. “Stand down.”


Bucky stepped forward, breathing hard but voice still strong. “I didn’t kill your father.” 


“Then why did you run?” 


In a blur of motion, T’Challa let out a guttural shout, twisted out of Charlie’s grip, and punched him so hard his mask dented inward as he flew backward. He sprung toward Bucky again, movements wild with vengeance. Before he made contact, Natasha shot T’Challa with a taser dart. He seized as jagged lines of electricity passed through him. They disappeared after a moment, but he remained down.


“Charlie,” Natasha said. He hadn’t gotten up. He was lying flat on his back several yards away, his helmet crackling with sparks where T’Challa had hit him. Tony rocketed over and knelt by his side. When he removed the face mask, Charlie’s eyes were closed and nose bloodied.


“Read vitals,” Tony commanded. The A.I. in his suit reported that Charlie was breathing, but unconscious.


T’Challa watched from afar, his panther mask now discarded on the ground beside him. He stared absently at his closed fist.


“I’m sorry,” he said.


“You don’t get to be sorry,” Tony snapped. “Nat, I need you to get Charlie and the others to the safe house in Munich. There’s a medic there.”


“Where are you going?” Natasha asked. Tony exchanged a look with Steve, who nodded.


“Siberia.”


New Plans
Chapter Summary


The team discusses their next move


“Can we talk about this first?”


Natasha looked confused. She was crouching near Charlie, who was still unconscious. 


“After all this, you’re just letting them go. What are you going to tell Secretary Ross?”


A crease appeared between Tony’s eyebrows.


“We’re not,” he said after a moment. “Maybe we came to Germany and didn’t find anyone here. Maybe we have no idea where Rogers or Barnes are.”


“What about the Accords?” she pressed. “I almost didn’t sign them, but I did. Because you told me this was the way to keep the Avengers together.”


“And maybe I was wrong,” Tony said sharply. He pinched the bridge of his nose. “Maybe if I hadn’t signed, Charlie wouldn’t be lying there right now. I don’t know. But we don’t have time to explain everything to Ross and go through a vote. If Zemo really is responsible for the bomb at Vienna and for taking Percy’s mom, we have to act now .”


“Thank you for changing your mind,” Steve said.


“Oh no, I’m still pissed at you,” Tony retorted. “For a lot of things. Most recently, for this little stunt you pulled to steal my jet.”


Steve looked somewhat amused. “That wasn’t my idea.”


“Then whose was it?”


“Mine.”


Annabeth stepped forward, producing the USB drive from her pocket.


“If you’re going to Siberia, I’m coming with you.”


“I can’t ask you to do that. You’ve done enough to help us,” Steve said.


“I want to,” she insisted.


“I’m coming too.” Bucky stepped forward, nodding at Steve. “I can’t let Zemo hurt anyone else.” 


Tony eyed the Winter Soldier warily, but he didn’t say anything. He turned to Percy with a troubled look.


“I’d rather you go to the safe house with Nat, but I have a feeling you’re going to say no.”


“It’s my mom,” Percy said. “I have to go.” Tony let out a breath and nodded slowly. He turned to the rest of the group.


“Okay. Steve, I’m assuming you have a ship somewhere around here? Nat can take that to Munich with Charlie, Clint, Wanda, Sam, and T’Challa. The rest of us will take down Zemo and get Percy’s mom out of there.”


There were nods all around the group, and Clint and Sam went to help lift Charlie. T’Challa had been kneeling in the same spot, staring forward blankly, but he stirred when he heard his name. He stood in place and straightened his shoulders.


“Stark, let me come with you.”


Tony clenched his fists.


“Obviously, no.”


“Please. I know I’ve caused harm, but I want—”


“No!” Tony shouted. “You’re lucky I’m sending you to the safe house instead of turning you in to Ross myself.” He turned his back on the group and started toward his jet. “Go back to Wakanda. You’re not needed here anymore.”


T’Challa raised a hand in protest, but he let it drop as Stark stalked away. When Percy began to follow, T’Challa caught him by the shoulder and looked at him apologetically.


“My anger has blinded me. I’m sorry I wasn’t a better trainer for you,” he said. 


Percy wanted to give him reassurance, but twenty feet behind him a still unconscious Charlie was being carried away. If Percy had stepped in to try and stop T’Challa, that could’ve easily been him.


There was nothing to say. Percy gave his former mentor a stiff smile, turned around, and headed for the jet.


Three Cheers for Autopilot
Chapter Summary


The crew sets off for Siberia


The pilot was conscious again when they returned to the jet. She was in no condition to fly thanks to Annabeth, so she was sent to join the group heading to Munich. After taking off his suit and returning the pieces to their various compartments, Tony grumbled something about autopilot and headed to the cockpit.


Percy’s backpack was by the chair where he’d left it. He peeled off his tattered, bloody shirt and crumpled it in a ball. Finding some antiseptic wipes in a first aid kit nearby, he tentatively swiped at the deepest cut on his arm. The wound burned, and he gritted his teeth.


“You shouldn’t use those.” Percy looked up to see Annabeth approaching him, holding a knapsack. Her gaze held at eye level. “Just dab at them with a cloth. And eat this, it’ll help.” She pulled something out of her bag and handed it to him. Percy unwrapped the plastic to find what looked like an amber-colored brownie. It was cut into a perfect square, as wide as his first knuckle and half as thick.


He looked at her skeptically.


“Why would I eat something coming from a person who tried to kill me twenty minutes ago?”


Annabeth rolled her eyes.


“Are you forgetting the part where I helped you stop the battle?” Her glare was as sharp as the dagger sheathed in her belt. “Just eat it.”


Percy huffed and popped the brownie into his mouth. As he chewed, the square melted on his tongue and filled his mouth with warm flavors. It was impossibly good, exactly like the blue cookies his mom always made for him. They tasted like comfort—like home—and made his heart ache for his mother’s embrace. He swallowed the warmth down, and immediately the stinging from his wounds began to ease. 


“What was that?” he asked. Annabeth took a cloth from the first aid kit and dampened it with a flask of water.


“Ambrosia,” she replied. She handed him the rag. He pressed it against the gash on his arm, expecting to feel pain, but there was none. When he lifted the cloth away, he was shocked to see the wound had already closed. He dabbed at the others, and they were all the same. Not gone completely, but the bleeding had stopped.


When he glanced up, Annabeth was studying him with something like satisfaction in her eyes. She blinked the look away, gave him a thin smile, and turned.


Percy retrieved a spare shirt from his backpack and pulled it over his head. Tony appeared from the cockpit while Annabeth rejoined Steve and Bucky on the opposite side of the ship. The Captain America shield was tucked under Steve’s seat, neatly stowed away like a carry on bag.


“Autopilot is good to go,” Tony announced. “I’ve plugged in the coordinates. It’ll be a few hours, so I recommend getting comfortable.” He collapsed into a seat near Percy and closed his eyes.


“I don’t understand why Zemo would kill the other super soldiers,” Steve said. “Why not take control of them like we thought he would?” 


Tony let out a breath and cracked one eye open. 


“I don’t know,” he sighed. His eyelids slid closed again. “If it really was Zemo that framed Barnes for the massacre at Vienna, and you’re not leading us into a death trap, I’m sure we’ll find out when we get there.”


Steve’s lip twitched. “So you still don’t believe me.”


“Sixty, forty,” Tony replied. “But if the kid thinks his mom is in danger, I can’t not come with you.”


“I would never lie to you,” Steve said sharply.


“Uh, that’s one right there,” Tony said. He mimicked Steve’s low, chivalrous tone. “‘We’re going to Germany to steal a jet.’ Lie. ‘We’ll fight you if you try to stop us, but no one will get hurt.’ Also lie.”


“You’re the one who’s been unreasonable lately,” Steve shot back. “If you hadn’t folded under Ross’s pressure to sign, none of this would’ve happened in the first place. We could’ve stayed a team.”


“I’m unreasonable? You’re the one who’s been protecting a wanted assassin. He may not have killed King T’Chaka, but he already has enough blood on his hands to deserve a lifetime in jail.”


Steve slammed a fist into his armrest.


“You know that wasn’t Bucky’s fault! You know—”


“Steve, stop. It’s alright.” Bucky shifted forward and locked eyes with Tony. “I know the hurt I’ve caused, but it wasn’t me making the decisions. I’m not that person.”


“Sure,” Tony said. He crossed his arms and slid back into his chair, closing his eyes again. 


“Let’s focus on the task at hand,” Annabeth said. “Getting to Zemo. Rescuing Percy’s mom. Everything else can be figured out later.”


Steve’s hands returned to his lap, but his shoulders remained tense.


“She’s right. And so is Tony—let’s get some rest while we can.”


Percy settled back into his seat, and the jet lifted off. As the ground shrank below them, he silently prayed that their pilot-less ship wouldn’t end up crashing in the middle of Russia.


Behind the Mask
Chapter Summary


Tony checks in with Percy's mental state


Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Two hours later, Tony got a call from Natasha. He had stepped into the cockpit to take it, and when he returned he looked relieved.


“They made it to the safehouse,” he announced. “Charlie’s conscious and doing well. Broken nose and probably a concussion, but otherwise okay.”


“Good to hear,” Steve said. “And everyone else?”


“All good.” Tony picked at a fingernail. “Apparently T’Challa got picked up by a Wakandan ship and headed home. The rest are still there.”


“How long until we land?” Bucky asked.


“Not long. An hour, maybe? We’ll suit up in a bit.” 


Bucky leaned his head back and closed his eyes. All of them had been in and out of sleep throughout the flight—everyone except Percy, whose mind was racing too fast to allow him any rest. He’d managed to loosen his death grip on the armrests this time, but looking out the window still made his stomach turn.


Tony slid into the seat next to Percy. He didn’t look like he’d gotten any sleep, either. The vertical crease between his eyebrows had deepened, adding years onto his appearance.


“How are you doing?” he asked.


“I’m fine,” Percy replied. He crossed his arms and tried to look normal.


“You’re not,” Tony said quietly. He squeezed his temples with his index finger and thumb, shaking his head slowly. “I’m sorry I dragged you into this.”


“I chose to stay and train,” Percy said. “You didn’t force me to do anything.”


“I shouldn’t have reached out in the first place,” Tony said. 


“Because I’m not good enough for the team?”


“No. I pushed you too fast, tried to make you an Avenger when you didn’t even understand your powers yet. Because of me you got attacked by the Minotaur, your mom’s been taken, and you could’ve gotten seriously hurt in that battle.”


Percy had seen Tony angry, but this was somehow worse. The mask he normally wore had slipped, revealing the fear that flooded his dark eyes. Percy wondered if this was the Tony who had chosen to sign the Accords—someone who was terrified of allowing others to get hurt, a man who believed he alone was charged with protecting the whole world. The burden was evident in the dark circles under his eyes. Percy wondered when was the last time he’d permitted himself rest.


“Of course I’m angry about everything that’s happened,” Percy admitted. “But that doesn’t mean you did something wrong. I don’t blame you.”


Tony smiled thinly. “Not yet, anyway. I’ll ask again in a few hours.”


Percy laughed. Then he remembered something Tony had said several days before.


“On the day I came to your office to quit, you said something about a message. You told me it was the reason you needed me to stay. What was it?”


Tony bit the inside of his cheek, glancing out the window. 


“It didn’t seem like you were close with him, so I thought it was best not to mention it,” he said.


“Close with who?”


Tony met Percy’s eyes.


“The man who sent me your video—he said he was your father.”


Chapter End Notes
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Tony's Dream
Chapter Summary


Tony recounts a strange experience


“My dad reached out to you?”


Percy felt like he’d been dunked into a frozen lake. His entire body buzzed, but he couldn’t tell if it was shock, anger, or something else.


“He emailed me a link to the video. There wasn’t much to the email, but it said something about his son being a powerful fighter in need of training, blah blah blah,” Tony waved a hand in front of his face. “I’d been searching for reinforcements for several days, and I’d already found someone else I was going to bring on. Scrappy kid from Queens, about your age. But then I got that message, and that night I had this…dream.”


Percy’s eyebrows ticked upward.


“What kind of dream?”


“The kind that makes you wonder if someone snuck shrooms into your dinner,” Tony said. He crossed one leg over the other and folded his hands around his knee. 


“In the dream, I was standing near a pier at the ocean. It was like I was watching that same YouTube video, but from a different angle. Like I was really there, just farther away.” He paused and took a breath. “Then this guy walks up beside me, points at you as you’re coming out of the water, and says, ‘That young man is going to save the world one day. But only if you show him how.’ And then I woke up.”


A chill rippled across Percy’s skin, but reality grounded him quickly.


“You’re saying that you recruited me because of an email from some dude claiming to be my dad, plus a weird dream with a prophetic wacko.”


“I know it sounds insane. If anyone else told me that, I’d think they were losing it,” Tony said. He leaned forward. “But you had a dream, too. About your mom. And isn’t that why we’re currently 30,000 feet above the Siberian wilderness?”


He had a point.


“Fine, yes. We’re both losing it,” Percy said. “But I’ve never heard from my dad. I don’t know what the guy looks like—or if he’s even alive.”


“It could’ve been a scam. But that dream…” Tony’s expression was transformed by awe. “Something about it felt so real. I could smell the salt water. I could feel the wind on my face. It wasn’t normal.”


Percy didn’t know what else to say, so he pursed his lips and glanced away. He caught Annabeth eyeing him from across the jet. She looked away casually, but Percy was sure she’d been listening.


He looked back to Tony, cheeks suddenly hot.


“If it really was my dad who messaged you, it just proves how much of a coward he is,” Percy muttered. “A man who emails Tony Stark a freaking YouTube link, yet has never bothered to reach out to his own son? Not the kind of father I’d want to know.”


“I’m sorry I brought it up,” Tony said. “I just wanted to be honest with you.”


Percy blinked hard, but his vision was blurred.


“It’s fine,” he said. “Let’s just focus on getting my mom back.”


“Percy, if you need to talk about anything—”


“I said I’m fine.” 


Tony’s mask had slipped again, revealing the hurt in his eyes. He quickly snapped it back into place and rose from his chair.


“I’ll make this right,” he told Percy. “Whatever it takes.”


Into the Bunker
Chapter Summary


The team arrives at an old Hydra facility in Siberia


Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
The jet touched down an hour later. When the ramp lowered, a burst of frigid air poured into the cabin. Percy crossed his arms tightly, once again wishing his “superhero” outfit came with longer sleeves. Tony, fully armored again, led them out. Steve and Bucky walked side by side behind him, leaving Percy and Annabeth at the rear.


“I heard you and Tony talking earlier,” she said quietly. Percy narrowed his eyes.


“Eavesdropping isn’t cool.”


“Whatever,” she huffed. Her Yankees cap was clipped to the bottom of her backpack, and it bounced as she adjusted the straps. “I just wanted to say that I’m sorry. I know what it’s like to have a parent you’ve never met.”


“Your dad sucks too?”


“My mom, actually.” Annabeth’s smile didn’t reach her eyes. “Things are rocky with my dad, but at least I know who he is.” She tucked a strand of loose hair behind her ear as they stepped off the jet. “If you still have one good parent, let’s make sure it stays that way.”


Several inches of snow blanketed the landscape, and flurries swirled on a wind that numbed Percy’s nose. In the distance, a jagged ridge of snow-covered mountains framed the horizon. The jet had landed twenty yards from a pair of steel doors embedded into a rocky hill. From above, the bunker would have blended perfectly into the millions of acres around it, impossible to find without exact coordinates. 


Tony approached the entrance. When he tested the handle, the heavy door creaked open.


“He’s expecting us,” Steve said. “Be ready for anything.”


They filed through one by one. Percy went last and closed the door behind him. It shut with a metallic thunk that echoed through the dark passage.


Tony’s arc reactor illuminated the path forward. Percy unsheathed his sword, and its bronze luster offered a soft halo of light around his feet. Soon they arrived at what could’ve been a dead end if not for a steel button embedded into the concrete wall. Tony pressed it, and a pair of elevator doors slid open.


“Going down?”


The group squeezed in. Tony punched the button for the lowest level, and the doors closed. As the elevator carriage rattled in its descent, Steve looked intently at Tony.


“Are you ready?”


“As I’ll ever be.”


The elevator jolted to a stop. Steve took a breath and lifted the metal grating to reveal a long hallway. The tall steel walls were covered in a layer of green and white paint dimly lit by fluorescent lights.


“This was an old Hydra base,” Bucky told them in a low voice. 


“Have you been here before?” Annabeth asked.


He tilted his head. “Maybe. It looks familiar.”


Tony led them down a set of stairs, and then the hallway bent into a low, circular tunnel. After passing through, it opened up into a massive chamber that stretched at least five stories high. The entire room was plated with steel walls, and lined against one of them were a dozen beds. Percy’s senses tingled with recognition.


“This is it,” he said quickly. More of a bunker than a cave, but it had to be the same place. He raced across the length of the room and stopped at the edge of each bed. Every one contained an unmoving body with a gunshot wound to the head, just like he’d seen in his dreams. He scrambled from body to body until he reached the last bed in the row.


“No…”


Empty. This was where his mom should’ve been. The bed farthest to the right, dimly lit by a lone bulb. He’d seen her. Why wasn’t she here?


Steve was inspecting the bodies, face drawn tight. 


“So it’s true. Zemo killed them all,” he said. 


“I don’t understand,” Bucky muttered. “Why go through all that trouble just to take them out?”


“Any sign of your mom?” Tony asked.


“No.” Percy gripped the hilt of his sword. “She was supposed to be here.”


“Something’s not right—” 


Annabeth was cut off by a low growl from behind them. Percy turned to see a pair of red eyes glowing in the shadows. They were joined by several more, forming an arc that barricaded their only exit. The eyes drew closer as six enormous creatures crept into the light. They looked like black mastiffs, or maybe wolves, but they were the size of rhinos and had mouths full of ultra-sharp teeth. The fur on their necks bristled as they advanced toward the group.


“What are those?” Steve yelled. 


“Hellhounds,” Annabeth cursed. “Not friendly. And they can shadow-travel, so be sure to watch your—” 


One of the creatures leapt forward, dissolved into darkness, and reappeared behind Tony. It knocked him flat on his stomach before he had time to react. Steve instinctively threw his shield, but it bounced harmlessly off the creature’s fur.


Annabeth stepped forward and hurled her dagger. It struck the hound and reduced it to a poof of golden dust. The knife clattered to the ground.


“Normal weapons don’t work well against these guys,” she said. She scooped up the dagger and caught Percy’s eye. “Your blade is made of the same metal as mine. Help me. The rest of you, do your best.”


Percy barely had time to raise his sword before another hellhound had appeared beside him. He swung wildly, clipping the dog’s fur. He dodged as it lunged for him, but that only gave it a free shot at Bucky. His metal arm flashed as he knocked the creature sideways. The hound quickly jumped back to its feet. As it leapt for Bucky again, Percy attacked from the side and managed to land a strike. The monster’s body crumbled around his sword, just like the Minotaur had.


“Thanks,” Bucky breathed. Percy nodded and looked around for the next attack. Tony and Steve were double-teaming one of the creatures, but their efforts were fruitless until Annabeth plunged her knife into its side. Another burst of golden ash, and it was gone.


“Bucky, look out!” Steve called. A hound had materialized behind them, and its jaw clamped around Bucky’s metal arm. Bucky grunted and jabbed at it with his other fist. The hound chomped down harder in response, teeth shredding through the metal. Bucky’s eyes flashed with terror as the arm was ripped in half. Fragmented wires sparked with electricity in the dog’s mouth. Bucky scrambled backward, and Percy brought his sword down on the creature’s back. The metal limb, which had been severed at the forearm, dropped to the ground. Bucky stared at the jagged edge in shock.


“Good thing it didn’t go for the other arm,” Percy panted. Near the circular tunnel, two more hellhounds emerged from the shadows and dissolved into dust just as quickly. Annabeth and her dagger shimmered into view as she slid her Yankees cap off.


“Was that all of them?” Tony asked.


“I think so,” Steve said. “That was—Percy!”


Something huge slammed into his side, and before he could blink he was on his back with a massive hellhound paw on his chest. Its weight crushed the air from his lungs. Percy scrambled to raise his sword, but the creature’s other paw trapped his arm. It bared its teeth and lunged forward, and Percy squeezed his eyes shut. A cool breeze whooshed over him, and when he opened his eyes, Annabeth was standing over him with her dagger clutched in both hands.


“Thank you,” Percy gasped. She helped him up, eyes blazing.


“Was that the last one?” Tony said. They all looked to Annabeth, who still brandished her dagger.


“I don’t know. Be ready in case there’s more.”


Steve was at Bucky’s side, examining his severed metal arm. 


“Are you hurt?” he asked.


“No,” Bucky replied. He rolled his shoulder blade. “Didn’t feel a thing.”


An echo came from the tunnel they had entered through, a metallic creak followed by silence.


“Was that…”


“The elevator.” Tony finished Percy’s question. “Hopefully not another supposedly mythological creature.”


The group faced the tunnel, each preparing their weapons for whatever might come through. Percy’s sword shook in his hands, but he couldn’t tell if it was from adrenaline or fear.


There were no footsteps, but a shadow appeared in the hallway. It stretched into the room, creeping forward until the person who cast it came into view.


“T’Challa?”


The Black Panther straightened his shoulders as he stepped into the bunker. He slowly removed his mask, and the group collectively lowered their weapons.


“What are you doing here?” Tony growled. “I told you to go back to Wakanda.”


“And I did,” the prince replied coolly. “But only until I was able to track your ship. I’m here to help.”


“We don’t need your help,” Tony scoffed. “Your help is what would’ve killed Charlie if his helmet had been retracted.”


“I was after the wrong man,” T’Challa admitted. He bowed his head toward Bucky. “Please accept my apology, Barnes. I see now I was wrong about you.”


“Are you really, though?”


A familiar voice crackled over an intercom. Percy’s eyes were wild as he sought its source. Movement flickered behind a glass panel embedded into one of the steel walls, and a man stepped into view.


“Zemo,” Percy growled. The man in the coat flashed him a joyless smile. Steve prepared to throw his shield, but Zemo’s dry laughter made him pause.


“Please, Captain. The Soviets built this chamber to withstand the launch blast of UR-100 rockets.”


“I'm betting I could beat that,” Tony said, jaw set.


“Oh, I'm sure you could, Mr. Stark,” Zemo said. He inclined his head toward the row of bodies. “If it’s any comfort, they died in their sleep.” He noticed Bucky’s mangled arm and smirked wryly. “Did you really think I wanted more of you? I’m grateful to them, though. They brought you here.”


“You killed innocent people in Vienna just to bring us here?” Steve asked. He approached the wall and stopped just a few feet away from Zemo. Behind the glass, Zemo’s eyes landed on T’Challa.


“It’s a surprise to see you. You resemble your father strongly.”


Percy expected T’Challa to go flying toward the glass, but the prince merely lifted his chin.


“I’m done letting vengeance consume me,” he said. “Justice will come soon enough.”


Zemo looked back to Steve, upper lip twitching.


“I thought of nothing else for over a year,” he said in a low voice. “I studied you. I followed you.” His eyes flicked over Steve’s face. “But now that you’re standing here, I just realized there’s a bit of green in the blue of your eyes. How nice to find a flaw.” 


“You’re Sokovian,” Steve realized. “Is that what this is about?” 


“Sokovia was a failed state long before you and Stark blew it to hell,” Zemo rasped, baring his teeth slightly. “No. I’m here because I made a promise.” 


Steve studied him. “You lost someone.”


“I lost everyone.” 


Zemo’s eyes narrowed, and his lips curled into the hint of a smile.


“But now I have the chance to get them back.”


Chapter End Notes
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Floodgates
Chapter Summary


Anger takes over when secrets are revealed


A screen Percy hadn’t noticed before suddenly clicked on. As grainy footage started to play, Tony stepped closer and squinted at the tape.


“I know that road,” he muttered. “What is this?” 


Zemo watched him through the glass, but he didn’t answer.


A car suddenly appeared on screen and crashed headfirst into a tree. A motorcycle skidded to a stop beside the wreckage, and a dark figure climbed off. He approached the car and popped open the trunk as the driver crawled onto the grass. When the shadowy figure turned, the metal arm of the Winter Soldier gleamed distinctively.


Tony looked up slowly at Bucky, who still had his gun trained on the glass panel. Feeling Tony’s stare, he closed his eyes and swallowed.


“Who are those people?” Percy asked.


Tony’s voice was tight. “My parents.” His eyes darted back to the screen.


The footage continued, showing the Winter Soldier deliver a fatal blow to the car’s driver. Tony grimaced like he had taken the hit himself. The camera showed Barnes dragging Howard Stark back into the driver’s seat, then circling the car to the passenger side. When the deed was done, the Winter Soldier pointed a gun straight at the camera, and the footage went black.


Steve was watching Tony closely. The Iron Man remained perfectly still for a moment before suddenly lunging toward Bucky. Steve gripped his arm.


“Tony.” His voice was desperate. When Tony looked up at him, flames of betrayal and rage flickered equally in his eyes.


“Did you know?”


Steve inhaled sharply. “I didn't know it was him.”


“Don't bullshit me, Rogers,” Tony said through his teeth. He gripped Steve’s collar and pulled him closer, nostrils flared. “Did you know?”


Steve waited several seconds before responding.


“Yes.”


Tony let go abruptly and pushed him backward. His lips twitched at the corners as he stared at the ground. 


“Tony, take a breath,” T’Challa said calmly. “Don’t do anything you’re going to regret.”


“That’s funny, coming from you,” Tony seethed. 


“One more thing,” Zemo called. Everyone else was monitoring Tony, so only Percy looked toward the glass panel in time to see Zemo step aside. When a light illuminated the small room, Percy’s legs almost gave out beneath him.


“Mom.” A black cord secured Sally Jackson to a chair. Her eyes widened at the sight of her son, like she was more terrified to see him there than she was at her current situation.


“You might want to think hard about who you can trust,” Zemo said over the speaker.


Annabeth stepped toward Percy and spoke to him in a low voice.


“I don’t like that look in Tony’s eyes,” she said. “He’s going to explode any second. Can you talk him down?”


Annabeth unsheathed her dagger, and for the first time Percy was close enough to notice the engraving on the hilt. The design was etched into the wood, and its shape was unmistakable—a tree with a thick, twisted trunk. The same symbol as the note left in his mom’s chair on the day she was taken.


Percy stumbled backward, eyes flashing. Annabeth tilted her head.


“Why are you looking at me like that?”


“It was you,” Percy breathed. The words were sandpaper against his throat. “ See you in Germany . That was you.”


Annabeth looked at him like he was speaking in tongues. 


“What the hell are you talking about?”


“Don’t lie to me.” Percy’s voice trembled. “How’d you know how to kill those hellhounds? Did you actually need to break the encryption on the drive, or had you been here before?” He pointed toward the glass panel. “You helped them take my mom. You lured us here.”


Annabeth glanced toward the window, eyes darkening when she spotted Sally. She glared at him.


“I didn’t have anything to do with this,” she insisted. “He’s trying to get in your head. Don’t—”


Next to them, Tony had finally snapped. Steve let out a shout as an iron fist connected with his jaw. T’Challa launched himself at Tony, but the Iron Man already had Bucky pinned to the ground.


Anger exploded in Percy’s chest. He wildly swung his sword at Annabeth, and she knocked it away.


“Percy, stop it!” she cried. He couldn’t see her anymore, just the image of his mother tied to the chair. The terror in her expression. He brought his sword down on Annabeth again, and again. Each time she deflected, his rage grew hotter. He was mildly aware of T’Challa calling his name, but his vision had tunneled. Even the blasts from Tony’s suit sounded far away. All he knew was the raw, mind-numbing fury that consumed him.


He couldn’t beat her at hand-to-hand combat—he’d tried that before, and he’d lost. But maybe he didn’t need a sword.


Percy reached out his awareness and felt water running in the pipes all around them. He let his sword drop to the ground and closed his eyes. Every ounce of anger that had been building up over the past week roared to the surface, and he released it all in a shout that set his lungs on fire. 


Nothing happened at first, but Percy could feel the pressure building. All of sudden there was a loud crack, and fissures spiderwebbed across the interior of the bucker. Annabeth looked up in horror as water began to spray through.


“What did you do?”


As soon as the words left her lips, the walls exploded. An ocean of water cascaded down with the force of a tsunami. It flooded the bunker and rose quickly, sending Percy spiraling into chaos. He watched the waves swallow his friends, and then he too was submerged into the black water.


Percy thrashed wildly, but the currents he’d created were too strong. Shadows swirled and dragged him deeper. His lungs burned when he realized he couldn’t breathe underwater this time. Instead he sank, down and down through the dark until he thunked against the stone floor.


He couldn’t see his team around him. He couldn’t see anything, and when he realized he might have doomed his mom to a watery grave with him, he screamed until his lungs were empty.


For what felt like a long time, there was nothing but darkness. 


Eventually the ocean calmed around him, and when the debris settled he spotted something glowing. Percy crawled along the floor until he reached it—his sword. It felt weightless as he lifted it to his face. In the bronze reflection a pair of green eyes stared back at him, but they weren’t his own. A voice spoke into his mind.


A hurricane destroys both land and sea. 


Don’t let him tear you apart, Percy.


Then something else surfaced—a memory from his first dream. Just before he’d woken up, Zemo had said something chilling. If they don’t kill each other first, I’ll put a swift end to them all.  


If they don’t kill each other first.  


What if that had been the plan all along?


The green eyes in the blade crinkled at the corners and disappeared.


Percy knew what he had to do. Closing his eyes, he imagined all of the water in the room draining out through a crack in the floor, like pulling the plug in a bathtub. He relaxed his muscles and took a breath. This time his lungs were rewarded with an inhale of fresh oxygen. When he let it out, the ocean around him exhaled too and rapidly dissipated into the ground.


When the flood had dissolved, Percy was sitting cross-legged on the ground with his sword in his lap. A strange calm had momentarily washed over him, but his instincts kicked in when he saw his teammates coughing up water around him. He jumped into action, expelling the fluid from their lungs like he had on the day he first used his powers. When he finished, his ears were ringing and his vision faltered, but he didn’t lose consciousness. Instead, his hands trembled as he realized what his loss of control had almost cost them.


“I’m sorry,” Percy said. His voice cracked, throat burning as he faced his team. The fear in their eyes was the same as when the hellhounds appeared—except now he was the monster. 


“Zemo was trying to make us turn on each other, and I gave him exactly what he wanted.”


“You’re lucky we’re not dead,” Annabeth coughed. Her skin was a ghostly pale. “I didn’t help him take your mom, okay?”


“I know,” Percy replied. The shame made his chest hurt. “I’m sorry.”


“Damn, kid. You’ve come a long way from that glass of water,” Tony grumbled.


T’Challa held Percy’s gaze, and slowly his expression softened.


“We cannot let anger rule us any more,” he said. “It brings only destruction.” Beads of water rolled down his suit as he rose to his feet. He gripped Percy on the shoulder and nodded firmly.


The others were slower to rise. Tony’s suit had been damaged in the commotion, and he’d discarded everything but his glasses, his right-handed repulsor, and the permanent arc reactor glowing in his chest. Steve helped Bucky up first, then reached out to Tony. After a moment of hesitation, Tony accepted his arm.


He stood tall and faced Bucky. Though the flood seemed to have dulled his anger, heartbreak was still written plainly across Tony’s face. 


“It was Hydra who killed my parents, not you,” he said slowly. 


Bucky’s shoulders sagged as he repeated the words.


“It was Hydra.”


Percy tried to help Annabeth up, but she avoided his eyes and stood on her own.


“We need to find where Zemo went,” she said. Though she shivered beneath her soaked clothes, her tone was even. “Percy’s mom is here. I saw her behind the panel before…you know.”


“Everything went to shit,” Steve offered.


“Language, Cap.” Tony’s rebuke got a light chuckle out of Steve, and the mood eased. “If Percy’s done trying to drown us, I’d say it’s time for round two.”


“Definitely no more attempted drownings,” Percy promised.


“Great. Then let’s go kick some Zemo ass.”


Descension
Chapter Summary


A new passage is discovered


The force of Percy’s flood had splintered the bunker in four places, one wide crack in each wall. One of the fractures went straight through the glass panel Zemo had been standing behind moments before. The rift left an opening wide enough for them to squeeze through, so they filed out of the bunker and into the small room.


It was like Zemo had disappeared. Other than an empty chair that had toppled into a puddle, the room was quiet. Percy knelt and ran a hand along the black cord discarded beside the chair. Wherever Zemo had gone, it appeared that he’d taken his mom with him.


“Look at this,” T’Challa called. He was studying a section of wall in the corner. “I think there’s a door here.”


Annabeth joined him and traced her fingers along the edge. She stopped at the midpoint and pressed her thumb into the wall, revealing a hidden latch. T’Challa helped her slide the door aside, and a dark hallway appeared behind it.


Tony came forward to take the lead, but Steve put a hand on his shoulder.


“Are you sure you want to keep going?” he asked. “Without your suit—”


“Without a suit, I’m still Iron Man,” Tony said. He gestured at the repulsor on his hand. “And I’m not completely unarmed—unlike Barnes.”


“I was always a natural righty,” Bucky replied dimly. 


Steve stepped aside, and Tony slipped through the door. Bucky, T’Challa, and Annabeth followed, leaving Percy to take the rear again. The tunnel was only wide enough for a single file line. It looked like it had been carved into the mountain, the walls smooth in appearance but coarse to the touch.


The glow from his sword cast a light on Annabeth’s backpack in front of him, and Percy realized her baseball cap was missing from its clip.


“Where’s your hat?” Percy whispered as they continued down the passageway. Annabeth looked back halfway, not quite meeting his gaze.


“I guess it got lost somewhere in the water,” she said. Percy swallowed.


“I’m sorry. I lost control,” he said.


“With power like that…” Annabeth muttered. “You have to be more careful, Percy. Losing control could mean getting someone killed.”


“I know…” Percy stared at his hands, which were still shaking. His power had first been a mystery, then a frustration as he grappled to understand how it worked. Now that he realized what destruction it was capable of, the ocean inside him was terrifying.


“Why’d you think I was working with him?” Annabeth asked.


Percy let his hands drop to his sides. In a low voice, he explained the note he’d found when his mom had been taken. As he described the symbol, he saw Annabeth flip her dagger and examine the engraving.


“I don’t understand how he knew about this,” she said. “My dad made it for me when I was ten. My parting gift before I left home.”


“Left for what?”


She switched the dagger to her other hand and didn’t answer.


Ahead, Tony continued to lead them slowly through the dark. The passage sloped downward, and the air thickened as they descended. The increase in temperature was gradual, but soon Percy’s back was damp with sweat. 


“We’re coming up on something,” Tony announced. 


The mouth of the tunnel widened, opening into a large cavern. Percy’s body buzzed with alarm. He’d thought the bunker was what he’d seen in his dream, but now he realized that this was where he’d been. There were no super soldiers here—maybe they had been moved to the upper chamber before he’d arrived. The air grew sickeningly hot as they crept toward the center of the cavern. At the far end, the ground appeared to drop off into a sheer cliff. A draft breezed upward from the chasm, and in the dark its depth was impossible to distinguish.


“What is that?” Bucky was pointing to the left. Against the rocky wall was a low platform carved into the stone, and on top of it a curved metal box gleamed with gold. The box’s lid was decorated with ornate swirls and aurous figures.


Annabeth cursed and muttered under her breath. “This isn’t good. We need to leave.”


“What is that thing?” Percy asked.


The echo of footsteps drew their attention. Percy turned to see Zemo emerging from a shadowy corner near the golden box. The pale light from Tony’s arc reactor gave him a ghostly hue.


“So you let the murderer live,” Zemo said. His gaze shifted from Bucky to Tony. “I’m surprised.”


Tony swallowed hard. “I guess your little plan didn’t work.” He raised his hand and aimed the repulsor at Zemo. “Too bad.”


“If you take me down, you’ll never find the boy’s mother.”


Tony’s jaw clenched, but he lowered his hand.


“What do you want?”


A cold smile appeared on Zemo’s face. He walked slowly to the golden box and traced a hand over the side.


“I want you to understand that nothing can change what is to come,” he said. “Kill each other now, die later—it’ll all end the same.”


“And how’s that?” Tony asked.


Zemo smiled.


“With you, gone. And everything I lost, restored.”


Beside him, Annabeth clutched at the empty space where her Yankees cap had been clipped, then swore when she remembered it wasn’t there.


“I’m sorry you lost your family,” Steve said. “If we could change the past, I’m sure we would do things differently.”


“I’m sure you would, Captain,” Zemo snarled. “But there will always be a next time . Always a new conflict, always more innocent lives to fall in your wake. The world doesn’t need the Avengers.”


“What does it need, then?” Steve asked.


Zemo glanced down at the box, which suddenly looked more like a coffin, and spoke.


“A titan.”
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